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Z E N O B I A. 


OL. III. 


PERSONS 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 
Zenobia, Princefs of Armenia, wife to Rha- 

DAMISTUS. 

Rhadamistus, Prince of Iberia. 

Tiridates, a Parthian Prince, in love with 
Zenobia. 

JEgle, a fhepherdefs. 

Zopyrus, a falfe Friend to Rhadamistus, in love 
with Zenobia. 

Mithkanes, Confidant to Tiridates. 

Followers of Zopyrus. 

Soldiers of Tiridates. 


Scene near Artaxata, the capital of Armenia. 



Z E N O B I A. 


ACT I. S C E N E I. 

A deep Jiony valley, furromded by rocks and Jhaded 
with thick trees. 

Rhadamistus ajleep upon a rock, Zopyrus ob- 
ferving him with attention. 

Zop. O t no, I am not deceiv’d, ’tis Rhadamiflus: 
How favouring ftars have anfwer’d to my wiflies ! 
I have long purfued his fteps ; and chance has now 
Expos’d him to my arm, immers’d in fleep. 

Alone in this fequefter’d part. Negle£t not 
The gift that Fortune offers—Let him die : 

This even his father bids; he hates in him 
The rival of his throne, and I, in him. 

The rival of my love—Then let me ferve 
My vengeance and my king. 

[about to draw his /word. 
Rhad. [dreaming.] Leave me in peace. 

Zop. He wakes! malicious fete!—We muft 
diffemble. 

Rhad. Leave me in peace, O J ever honour’d 
lhade! [waking. 

B 2 Zop. 
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ZENOBIA. 


[ACT I. 


Zop. Almighty powers! 

[ feeming not to have feen him before. 

Rhad. My ftars ! what do I fee ! 

Zop. Ha ! Rhadamiftus ! 

Rhad. Art thou Zopyrus ? \rifing. 

Zop. O ! prince ! thy country’s boaft, the care 
of Heaven, 

Belov’d of Afia and thy faithful Zopyrus ; 

And is it given me once again to fee thee ? 

O ! let me on that royal hand imprefs 
A thoufand times the kifs of loyalty. 

Rhad. What evil chance has led thy feet to tread 
Thefe horrid rocks, which fcarce the fun has 
known ? 

Zop. I fly the rage of impious Pharafmanes. 

Rhad. Guard more thy fpeeeh : remember he’s 
thy king, 

And Rhadamillus’ father—Say, what crime 
Seeks he in thee to punifh ? 

Zop. This alone. 

That I am friend to you. 

Rhad. Alas! ’tis juft; 

All, all fhould now abhor me—I confefs it. 

O ! I’m an objedt hateful to the living, 

And hateful to myfelf. 

Zop. Not fo, my lord. 

You are unhappy, but not criminal; 


I know 



ACT I.] zBJfO&IA. 3 

I know your cruel fortune. 

Rhad. Little fure 
Thou know’ll my fatal ftory. 

Zop. Yes, I know 

That all Armenia rofe in arms, and deem’d 
In you they view’d the murderer of their king. 
But well I know, that from your father came 
The blow in fecret dealt; that he with aft 
Transferr’d the guilt to you—Zenobia too— 

Rhad. O ! ceafe- 

Zop. And why, my prince ? 

Rhad . With that dear name 
Thou ftabb’ft my foul. 

Zap. But late fhe was your joy, 

■J’m not to learn you fought her hand in marriage. 

- Rhad. I fought and I obtain’d it—Such a trea* 
fure, 

Alas ! was mine—But O ! ye Gods !-- 

Zop. You weep: 

Have you then loft her ? Speak: where is Ze¬ 
nobia ? 

What fate could e’er divide fuch happy bands ? 

Rhad . Ah ! Zopyrus, {he’s dead, and died by 
me. 

Zop. By you ?—Juft Gods! and why— 

Rhad. Becaufe the earth 
Has ne’er produc’d a wretch like Rhadamiftus; 

A monfter 



6 ZENOBIA. [ACT I. 

A monftei* void of good; becaufe I knew not 
To curb the mad excels of jealous fury. 

Zof. I know not what your words intend. 
Rhad. Then hear: 

Believ’d a traitor by Armenia’s fons 
In tumult rais’d, thou know’ll I was conftrain’d 
But late to fly. Along Araxes’ banks 
I took my courfe : my lov’d Zenobia then 
(Too virtuous confort!) would with me partake 
My toil and peril; but her tender frame 
To thefe unequal prov’d—By flow degrees 
Her ftrength grew lefs, and pale and breathlefs now 
With tardy fteps fhe follow’d, when the tread 
Of fierce purfuers, thickening at our heels. 

Drew near and nearer —“ O! my much-lov’d 
lord!” 

(At length fhe cried) “ I faint! I can no more— 
“ Save, fave thy life alone ; but let thy weapon 
“ Firft pierce this bofom : leave me not expos’d 
“To hoftile fury.” Think, O ! think, my friend. 
What then was Rhadamiflus—Loft in grief. 

And frantic with defpair, I wept, I rav’d; 

When, O ! my Zopyrus, the fatal moment 
Was come, when full before my eyes I faw 
Hie Parthian Tiridates’ banners wave : 

I faw, I knew him; and that inftant banifh’d 
My fmall remains of reafon : then to mind 
I call’d the loves of him and my Zenobia. 
Reflexion told me all defence was vain 


To 



ZENOBIA. 
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ACT 1.^ 

To fave her from his hands; and'cruel fancy 
Now flhew’d my confort in a rival’s arms. 

I trembled, while a fudden chillnefs crept 
Through all my veins, afid every thought was 
madnefs. 

My tongue refus’d its utterance; night appear’d 
To cloud the air and veil the troubled fun. 

Zop. On what could you refolve ? 

Rhad. Furious, diftradted, - 
I drew my fword and plung’d it, (Heavenly 
powers!) 

Deep in my confort’s breaft, and next my own : 
Senfelefs fhe funk within Araxes’ ftream. 

While on his banks I flagger’d, reel’d and fell. 
Zop. Unhappy princefs! 

Rhad. For my punifhment, 

I died not with the wound: the fudden fell 
Conceal’d me from the foes. At morning light 
A ftranger’s pitying hand convey’d me thence— 
—Rut thou attend’d: not; with diforder’d looks 
Thou feem’ft abforb’d in thought. I know too 
well 

What thou would’ft fay—Thou marvell’ft ftill to 
fee 

The earth fupport me; that thefe fevage rocks 
Fall not in vengeance on my guilty head. 

Believe that I am punifh’d; Heaven is juft: 

The righteous Gods have, for my chaftifement, 

Confign’d 



8 ZENOBIA. [ACT l. 

Configrid me to myfelf to feel the flings. 

The cruel flings of late but dire remaffife. 

Zop. \afide7\ What fhall I do ? This arm will 
not fuffice 

Alone, to take the forfeit of his crimes. 

Rhad. I know what juftice now demands. This 
hand 

Should free a paflage for my guilty foul: 

But let me firft find out thofe dear remains ; 

Pay them the laft fad rites of fepulture. 

Then clofe thefe eyes in death. Unburied, now- 
Her fpirit wanders ’midft thefe gloomy fhades ; 

I fee it ever flit before my eyes: 

I have no peace—O ! let us then, my friend. 
Depart to feek her. [.going. 

Zop. Hold: for while the foes 
Enclofe us round, the attempt would prove in 
vain. 

Here, in this vale, awnne remain conceal’d. 

And wait for my return: with utmoft fpeed 
I haften to purfue the pious feareh. 

Rhad. Then be it fo. Go, Zopyrus, and then— 

Zop. No more: confide in me, nor quit this 
place; 

Expeft me foon. Meantime, my prince, compofe 
Your troubled foul, and moderate your forrows. 
Think what you owe yourfelf: forget that face. 
And from remembrance rafe the once-Iov’dname. 

' Rhad. 
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Rhad. Fain would I, Zopyrus, take thy friendly 
council. 

But O ! what power Cart drive her image hence ? 

Ah ! why, when fated to fuftain 
The lofs of all we love below, 

Muft recollection ftill remain 
To keep alive a curelefs woe ? 

When grief is vain the affiiCied mind 
Will prize the blelEng once our own; 

And each negleCted good we find 
Then more, by lofs, fevcrely known. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Zopyrus alone. 

Alas! Zenobia, all my hopes are vanifh’d— 
Yes, tyrant, thou fhalt meet thy due reward. 
Soon, with my trufty friends, not far conceal’d. 
I’ll haften to return and glut my vengeance. 

And from its bofom tear thy treacherous heart. 

The wretch fhall fall with gafping breath. 

And draggling in the pangs of death. 

Shall view the hand by which he dies. 

Let him but fall: let Phoebus’ light 

For me be chang’d to endlefs night. 

So day to him its beam denies. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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ZENOBIA. 


[ACT I. 


S C E N E. in. 

An open country watered hy the river Araxes : on 
one Jide are pafioral cottages, and on the other 
fide the view is terminated hy a range of pleafant 
hills. At the foot of the nearefi hill is a rufiic 
grotto, the entrance alrnofi covered with ivy and 
Jhruhs. At a difiance heyond the •river is feen 
the royal city of Artaxata, with a magnificent 
bridge leading to it. The Parthian army en¬ 
camped by the river. 

Enter ZeiJobia and JE gle from one of the 
cottages. 

Zen. No, gentle JEgle, feek not to attend 
Zenobia’s heps : I muft not now permit thee. 

A wretched fugitive, who knows, alas ! 

Where fate may lead me next ? Should I receive 
thee 

To fhare my dangers, ill mull I repay 
The goodnefs of-thy heart; enough already 
Thy kindnefs has been fhewn : let this fuffi.ee. 
Twice have I liv’d by thee : thy pity drew me 
From the fwift eddies of Araxes’ tide : 

My wounded bofom by thy care was heal’d: 

I found a fweet afylum in thy cottage. 

And thou to me wert comforter and friend. 
Companion and adviferleaving thee, 

1 


My 
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ACT I.] 

My lofs is more than thine. Thou mull not hence; 
In this thou haft no will: thy duty here 
Detains thee near an aged father; mine 
Commands me to purfue a hulband loft: 

Our feveral duties claim us each—Farewell. 

Mgl. But thus alone, without a guide, to trace 
Thefe favage woods—Such courage in a woman 
Is furely wondrous. 

Zen. Long I’ve been inur’d 
To every trial. From my earlieft age 
I learn’d to fuffer : thrice five years are paft 
Since, once before, Armenia’s rebel fons 
Conftrain’d my flight; and then, alas ! I loft 
A dear and infant After, ravilh’d from me; 

Or happier, fhe amidft the tumult perilh’d. 

While I ftill live referv’d for endlefs woes. 

Mgl. And would’ft thou, midft fuch peril, thus 
purfue 

A cruel hulband’s fteps ? 

Zen. More kindly name 
A hero fam’d for every royal virtue. 

Mgl. Is jealous fury then a royal virtue ? 

Zen. Say, who is perfect ? Let us learn to par¬ 
don 

The faults of others while we view our own. 

Mgl. To flay his wife !«— 

Zen. Involuntary crimes 
We call not guilt.—Alas! in fuch a ftate 


My 
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My Rhadamiftus was no more himfelf, 

But, urg’d by fuddeh frenzy, rais’d his weapon. 
Not Rhadamifhis'therr avail’d Zenobia : 

Not love, but fury ftruck; nor faw he then 
The vidlim of his momentary rage. 

; Mgh O ! generous dame ! permit me'now to 
feek 

.For tidings of your fpoufe, while you remain-— 
Zen. No, deareft ZEgle,' no—it muft not be. 
My longer tarriance here would rifk too Far 
Zenobia’s fame and virtue. 
jEgl. Flow, Zenobia ? 

Zen. Full well I-know thou-little can# conceive 

■ 1 J 

What mean my -words : then hear, and truly fay 
If fear in me is blame. The youthful leader 
Of yonder fquadrons, which thou fee’ll encamp’d. 
Is Tiridates, brother to the king 
Who fways the Parthian fceptre. Never yet 
The Gods have form’d a prince who better claim’d 
The love of all: a fpirit more exalted, 

A form more graceful, or of gender manners. 

I lov’d bim, and was lov’d, (without a blufh . 

I may confefs a paffion fince fubdued) 

He ynfh’d, he fought my hand my father gladly 
Receiv’d his fuit, but Rhadamiflus then 
With him contended *for Zenobia’s faith •, 

And hence the king, my father, urg’d my lover 
To feek for fuccour from his royal brother, 

Qf arms and warriors: llrengthen’d thus again# 

3 His 
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His rival’s force, to feek Armenia’s court, 

•And tie th’ expected knot. He parted thence. 
And I remain’d. I tremble, while remembrance 
Recalls that mournful parting : well my heart 
Prefag’d in that, alas ! our lad farewell. 

While anxious, reftlefs dill, my ardent vows 
Would haden his return, one day my father 
Declar’d, (O ! death to hear !) he wifh’d me now 
The wife of Rhadamidus ; that'a caufe 
Of high import had,chang’d his former purpofe; 
That my refufal would expofe to peril 
His peace, his throne, his dignity and life. 

What could I do, a fubjeCl and a daughter ? 

I wept, deplor’d my fate, and begg’d to die; 

But I obey’d; nor was my hand alone 
Given at his will: I gain’d a mightier conqueft. 
And moulded my affections to his choice : 

With honour’s ties I fortified my virtue. 

And facrific’d the lover to the wife. 

JEgl. And faw you never Tiridates more ? 

Zen. Forbid it all ye powers ! This feat alone 
Now drives me hence ; not that I doubt myfelf: 
No, iEgle, no; I feel Zenobia’s foul 
By reafon meafures every thought and deed— 
My victory is certain; but the ftrug^le 
Is dreadful in extreme : we muft not lefs 
Avoid the fhew of guilt than guilt itfelf. 

A woman’s feme is like the cryftal, foil’d 
With every touch; or like the feeble reed. 


That 
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That bends with every blaft. 

JEgl. Unhappy prince! 

What muft he feel at fuch heart-breaking news ? 
Zen. To him ’tis yet unknown. A fecret mar¬ 
riage 

United, Rhadamiftus’ fate with mine; 

And Tiridates to the promis’d-nuptials 
Return’d unconfcious of th’ event. 

JEgl. O ! Heavens! 

To find Armenia rous’d to general tumult; 

The throne now vacant and the monarch flain. 
And all his hopes deftroy’d !—Zenobia too— 

Zen. To find Zenobia in another’s arms. 

JEgl. O-! cruel deftiny ! 

Zen. Now fay, my friend. 

Can I expofe my conftancy to view 

The grief of fuch a prince; of one fo lov’d ? 

Of one who merits all ? Who, when he hears 

This heart is made another’s-O ! farewell. 

JEgl. And will you leave me ? 

Zen. Yes, my cleared: vEgle, 

[ fly this place, for danger threatens here; 

A thoufand thoughts, a thoufand kind memorials— 

JEgl. And whom can harmlefs pity wrong ? 

Zen. Alas! 

rhe fnares of guileful pity muft be fear’d: 

Farewell! one kind embrace and reft in peace. 

Ah! 
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Ah ! reft in peace, on all thy days 
May liars propitious fhine ; 

Nor. dart on them malignant rays. 

As now they dart on mine. 

TJbou well may’ll render thanks to Heaven, 
Thus born in humble Hate: 

O ! might it e’er to me be given, 

To change for thine my fate ! [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 

JEglk alone. 

tfnhappy princefs ! how my bofom feels 
For all her pains ! A Ample Ihepherdels, 

Poor and unknown, to thee is caufe of envy ! 

Ah: what are Fortune’s gifts ? And what avails 
To toil for thefe, if when Heaven frowns upon us, 
Thefe gifts fo ill defend the fond pofleflors ? 

Though Indian feas rich gems difclofe. 

Not gentler there the current'flows. 

Nor more ferene the Ikies. 

The land that leall will fear the power 
Of ocean’s tide, where tempefts roar. 

Is fome lone bay, whofe quiet fhore 
The diftant wind defies. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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[ACT I. 


SCENE V. 

Zenobia alone, fearching round the Jlage . 

O ! B.hadamiftus ! whither art thou gone ? 

My lord, my hufband—Surely I beheld 
And clofe purfued him—Midft thefe foreft paths 
I’ve loft all track. That way his feet were bent— 
Ah ! whither haft thou wander’d, ill-advis’d ? 
Thefe parts are fill’d with Rhadamiftus’ foes : 
Preferve him, Gods ! in fiich impending dangers. 
But what is my defign ? Shall I proceed ? 

I rilk too far—Then let me find out y£gle. 

And Ihe fhall feek—Suffice/ ye cruel ftars ! 
Suffice, my wretchedness^ is now complete. 

Leave, O ! ye pitying powers! O ! leave 
My bread: awhile in peace; 

But if for ever I muft grieve. 

Yet grant a fhort releafe. 

So fhall, alas ! my wounded mind. 

Long ftranger to repofe, 

At leaft recruited vigour find 
To bear redoubled woes. 

[goes out and returns again. 

O l wretched me !—Behold from yonder part 
Where Tiridates comes! Almighty powers ! 

O! how 
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ACT l.J 

O ! how I tremble ! All my foul’s in tumult! 
Zenobia, fly—Ah ! fly this fatal meeting. 

That hollow cavern in thefe friendly rocks 
Shall, while he pafles, hide me from his fight; 

Renters the grotto. 


SCENE VI. 

Enter Tiridates. Zenobia hi the grotto. 

Tir. Mithranes not return’d ? His long delay 
Fills me with terror—But he comes—Alas ! 

What mean thofe looks difturb’d ? O ! hafte, my 
friend. 

Kill me, or give me comfort—Where’s my love ? 
What tidings haft thou brought ? 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Mithranes, 

Mil. Ah, Tiridates! 

Tir. O Heavens ! what cruel filence ! Speak — 
Is then 

Zenobia’s fate a fecret ? None can tell 
What has befallen, or whither fate has driven her ? 
Mit. Alas! too well *tis known, 

Tir. O! fpeak. 

Mit. She’s dead. 

Tir , 


VOL. III. 
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Tir. O ! all ye powers of Heaven ! 

Mit. The wretch who flew 
♦ 

The father, took the haplefs daughter’s life. 

Tir. What villain ?- 

Mit. Rhadamiilus ; he, the inhuman. 

By him Zenobia died. 

Tir. O ! murderous flave ! 

•And could he then—O ! no, it cannot be : 

What heart would not relent at charms like hers ? 
He lov’d her too—Believe it not, Mithranes. 

Mit. Grant Heaven ’twere doubtful! On Araxes* 
banks 

He gave the wound, and from the further fliore 
A fiflier faw her, with the cruel ftroke. 

Fall in the rapid ftream : fwift plunging in 
He fwam to give her aid, but all in vain ; 

She funk beneath the tide, from which he drew 
Her floating bloody veil. Alas ! his tale 
Admits no gleam of hope ; myfelf beheld 
Zenobia’s veft, and knew it for her own. 

Tir. Aflift me, heavenly powers ! 

Zen. [lifiening^\ O ! cruel trial! 

Tir. The day now fails before my darken’d 
4 . light. [leans againjl a tree. 

Zen. [apartl] O ! give me counfel, Gods ! 

Mit. Be calm, my prince : 

The mighty Gods fucli fufferings fend to prove 

A hero’s 
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ACT I.J 

A hero’s virtue. 

Tir. Leave me. 

Mit. Shall I leave you 

In fuch a ftate ? How would the world reproach 
Mithranes’ loyal truth ? 

Tir. Depart, depart. 

Mit. Mufl I depart ? Your mandate ftill 
Diredfs my faithful- heart; 

Obedient to my prince’s will, 

Reluctant I depart. 

What dire effedts from grief may rife. 

That mines the fecret foul. 

When counfel no relief fupplies 

The danger to control. [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 

Tiridates. Zenobia apart. 

Tir. Is then Zenobia dead, and does my heart 
Still cherifh life ? For whom ? What hope can 
more 

Attract thee now ? What haft thou now to wifh ? 
.Enjoyments, treafure, pomp, life, honours, all 
For her were dear. I lofe the objedt now 
Of all my toils and cares—To me the world 
Is loft for ever !—No, ungrateful ftars! [ri/es. 
Think not to part me from Zenobia ever : 

c 2 


This 
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This fword, in your defpite, amid the dark 
Oblivious realm lhall join me to my lqve. 

[draws his fword. 

Zen. [ coming out of the grotto. ] What do I fee ! 
Tir. [to himfelfd\ Dear objedl of my wifhes ! 
Ah ! think not yet to pafs the Stygian waves 

Till Tiridates comes—’Tis this- 

[about to fab hhnfelf. 

Zen. O ! hold ! , [ flopping him. 

Tir. Ye Gods! 

Zen. O ! hold and live, [takes away his fword. 

Tir. Zenobia ! Heavens! [Zen. is going. 

My life, my foul! [ following her. 

Zen. Forbear to follow me : 

I am not what I feem. [g°^ n g- 

Tir. Ha ! would’ft thou then- 

[about to follow. 

Zen. Forbear to follow me—O ! let me, prince. 
Entreat thus much ; and fhe who gave thee life 
Can afk not lefs. 

Tir. But is it poffible ? [ following her. 

Zen. Stop, or I flay myfelf. 

[about to flab herfelf. 

Tir. Juft Heavens !—Ah ! yet- 

Zen. If you advance a ftep this weapon’s point 
Shall drink Zenobia’s blood. 

Tir. 
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ACT I.] 


Tir. Ah ! hold—I yield- 

I quit thee—I obey—But hear me : whither. 

Ah ! whither goeft thou ? 

Zen. Whither fate now calls. [_S°* n S‘ 

Tir. Zenobia !—O ! unkind- 


Zen. Zenobia’s dead. 


[Exit. 


SCENE IX. 

Tiridates alone . 

Princefs ! my love ! O ! hear me liill-Ye 

powers! 

Where lhall I turn ? I dare not, thus forbidden, 
Purfue her fteps, nor can remain behind: 

This, this is torture. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Mithranes. 

Mil. From Artaxata, 

My lord, the ambafladors are now arriv’d, 
Deputed by Armenia. 

Tir. [ feeing , but not attending to him.'] Halle, 
my friend, 

O ! hafte—For me purfue,—In pity hafte. 

And Hay her flight. 

Mit. Whom lhall I flay ? 


Tir. 
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ZESTOBIA. 


[act X. 


Tir. She lives! 

And breathes this vital air. 

Mil. Who lives, my prince ? 

Tir. Zenobia lives. 

Mit. Alas ! he raves. 

Tir. O ! Heaven ! 

Why doll thou loiter ? .Yonder lies the way: 

Her track is there. 

Mit. But yet-*- 

Tir. [ impatiently .] While thou delay’ll 
The time in vain debate—Ihe’s loll. 

Mit. I go. 

[q/ide.'j O ! how excefs of grief diliradls the fenfe ? 

{Exit. 


SCENE XI. 

Tiridates alone. 

1 know not where I am—I’m llruck with wonder. 
And all appears a dream. Alas ! how ill 
Her former tendernefs agrees with rigour 
So harfh and cruel! Does Zenobia hatei 
i Or love her Tiridates ? If Ihe hate me, 

Why would Ihe fave my life ? And if Ihe love. 
Then wherefore fly my fight ? O ! I Ihould doubt 
’Twere all deception, but too deeply here. 

Here in this breall her image is engrav’d. 

And can it be, fome other nymph niay bear 

Thofe 
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Thofe femblant features ? Nature, with her work 
Perhaps enchanted, might again produce 
Another form like hers—O ! no, thofe eyes 
Were fure Zenobia’s—Thofe, and thofe alone 
Could wake the inward tranfports that I feel. 

This foul could ne’er to other eyes confign 
Such power to rule the heart of Tiridates. 

I know ye well, dear beauteous eyes, 

I know ye by the heaving fighs; 

The tumults here confefs’d. 

I’m not deceiv’d; for ftill the fame, 

Thofe looks alone can feed the flame 
That burns within my breaft. [Exit. 


ENTD OP THE FIKST ACT. 


ACT 
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A C T II. SCENE f. 

The open country, with Angle’s cottage. 

Tiridates, Mithranes. 

Tir. But if myfelf I faw her ? If myfelf 
Heard her but now ? Yes, hill her living form 
Is plac’d before my eyes; he? well-known voice 
Still vibrates oft-my' heart—Zenobia lives ! 

I dreamt it not, Mithranes. 

Mit. Lovers, lir. 

Even waking dream-—Affliction clouds the fen'fe 
And blunts bur reafon : what is not, we fee ; 
And what is prefent oft eludes our fight. 

The foul, from habit, figures to herfelf 
The ideas that delight us.—Each with eafe 
Will feign what moll he wifhes. 

Tir. No : thefe feet 

Had trac’d her fleps, but that the cruel fight 
Of my Zenobia, arm’d to pierce her bofom, 
Froze all my vital powers. 

Mit. O ! think, my prince. 

Think of the duties which your rank demands. 
The Armenians offer you their vacant throne, 
And afk, for this, the head of Rhadamiftus. 
Embrace the moment of propitious Fortune : 
You know too well her favours never laft. 
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Tir. Let Rhadamiftus then be fought; the 
traitor 

Shall meet his puniihment. But think not, friend, 
The bright reward of royalty incites 
The zeal of Tiridates ; no, I burn 
To llay a victim to Zenobia’s wrongs. 

Mit. Then ft ill you cherifh hope ? 

Tir. But late I queltion’d 
A gentle fhepherdefs, her name is yEgle : 

Behold her cottage here ; from her we bed: 

May learn more certain tidings. 

' Mit. But what faid 
The maid when queftion’d ? • 

Tir. Nothing fhe replied. 

Mit. And yet you hope ? 

Tir. I do—At what I afk’d 
She feem’d confus’d : flic look’d on me and blufh’d. 
She ftrove to fpeak—began as if to explain 
Her fecret thoughts, then funk again to filence. 

Mit. Alas! how little will fuffice to feed 
A lover’s hopes. 

Tir. I’ll fpeak again with ZEgle ; 

Go, lead her to me. 

Mit. Inftant I obey. [g° es mt0 the cottage. 
Tir. What cruel conflict now of hope and fear 
Divides my bread;! No other ftate on'earth 
Can equal what I feel. 


Mit. 
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Mit. [ returning .} The fhepherdefs 
Is abfent thence, and vacant now the dwelling. 

Tir. I’ll wait for her return.—Go, feek the • 
camp. 

Mit. Your care is vain;: the bloody robe which 
late 

Thefe eyes beheld- 

Tir.. Cruel, unkind Mithranes, 

What have I done ?—O ! take not from me thus 
The laft dear hope—At leaf!- 

Mit. Too oft, my prince. 

You know that hope is with deception join’d. 

[Exit. 


SCENE II. 

Tiridates alone. 

I know not if deceit may give 
That hope the wretched find ; 

But this I know, by hope we live ; 

The balm that heals the mind. 

I know that oft in fleep we prove 
The folace of our woe ; 

And oft from dreams of thofe we love 
Our waking comforts flow. 

[goes into the cottage. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Zenobia, JEgle. 

Zen. Go then, my friend, go feek and bring 
him to me. 

From what I have faid thou wilt not fail to know 
The hufband I have loft. Amidft thefe woods 
He furely dwells. Till thy return I’ll wait 
Conceal’d within thy cottage—O ! I tremblej 
Left once again I meet with Tiridates. 

The firft encounter teaches me with care 
To fhun a fecond. 

4 

s£gl. He who loves you, princefs, 

May plead forgivenefs: never have I view’d 
A mien more graceful. 

Zen. Haft thou feen him then ? 

Ah ! where ? 

sEgl. But now I met him : he, who feeks 
Tidings of you from all, with me awhile 
Difcours’d of his Zenobia. 

Zen. Ah ! what then 
Could JEgle fay ? 

JEgl. With ftupid gaze I flood 
To wonder at his form, his gentle looks. 

His pleafing fpeech- 

Zen. I alk not this, my friend: 

a 


Awake 
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Awake not thus, with fuch infidious praife. 

The conflict in my bofom.—Didft thou then 
To him reveal my fortune ? 

JEgl. I remember’d 

Your caution given, and kept a faithful filence. 

Zen. Now go, and with my fpoufe return- 

Take heed. 

And fhould’ft thou meet with Tiridates, ftill 
Obferve my laws prefcrib’d. 

J£gl. Were I difpos’d, 

I never could betray you : in his prefence 
My lips refufe an utterance to my words. 

A magic in thofe eyes I view, 

A charm that ne’er before I knew : 

With him my tongue its fpeech denies. 
He queftions me : I drive to fpeak ; 
Confus’d, the blufhes ftain my cheek ; 

And while in vain for words I feek, 

My words diflolve in broken lighs. [Exit. 


SCENE IV. 

Zenobia. Tiridates in the cottage. 

Zen. Alas! my heart, too well I underftand 
Thy feelings now : thou gladly would’ft embrace 
(Thus left alone,) the freedom to complain. 
Complaints are bred from weaknefs, but Zenobia 

Lefs 
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Lefs fears another’s cenfure than her own; 

And even in fecret would (he blufh to find 
Her firmnefs fhaken. You, ye powers! who 
breath’d 

Such virtue in my foul, expofe it not 
To meet a fecond trial; let one proof 
Suffice my triumph : lead me not again 
To Tiridates’ fight.—How can I ever 
Declare myfelf another’s ? This confeffion 
Might kindle all his rage againfl my hufband. 

I tremble at the thought—And ah ! his grief 
Would llrike too deeply here. Should chance 
once more 

This way conduct him—Let me hafle to fhun 
The cruel rifk. This cottage offers me 
A wifh’d afylum—Ah ! fome flranger here— 

I fee, or fear imprefs’d upon my mind, 

Has feign’d—O ! Heaven ! ’tis he ! ’tis Tiridates ! 

Tir. [ coming out.~\ Zenobia ! ’tis in vain to fly 
me now: 

Where’er thou goefl behold me prefent ftill. 

Zen. Stay, Tiridates—hold. 

Tir. Alas! Zenobia, 

What ffiall I fay ? 

Zen. [ pfule .] Now, now my trial comes ! 

Tir. And am I Tiridates ? Is it thus 
Thou giv’ft me welcome ? Princefs moft belov’d, 
Is this the hour for which fo much I languifh’d ? 

Could 
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Could the Ihort fpace of two revolving moons 
Suffice to change thee thus ? What mean thefe 
cold, 

Thefe freezing looks ? Ah ! what has robb’d me 
thus 

Of all-thy wonted tendernefs ? Has aught 
Againft me kindled thy refentment ? Speak : 

Hall thou forgot thy faith ? Impoffible ! 

Thou art not capable of liains like thefe, 

I know, my life—- 

Zen. My lord, lince you compel me 
With you awhile in converfe to remain. 

Though but fome moments, let not thefe at leaft 
Be fpent in vain. 

Tir. And does it then difpleafe thee—-— 

Zen. It does—Reludlant I remain; then hear 
me. 

And give me proof of Tiridates’ virtue. 

Tir. I tremble while thou fpeak’ll. 

Zen. The facred ties 
Of regal nuptials, by the hand of Fate 
Are form’d in Heaven ; nor is the choice our own. 
For had the liars allow’d me to diredl 
My life, I then had found in Tiridates 
The man of all mankind to make me happy. 

But this can never be ; our deftiny 
For ever parts me from thee, and I bow 
Beneath the hard decree.—Go then in peace. 

And 
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And leave me here in peace.—O ! never more 
Appear before thefe eyes ; take from us, prince, 
Such danger to our virtue—Yes, that virtue 
Which join’d us firft, and now diflolves the bands. 

Tir. Affift me, Gods ! and mull I never more 
Indulge my hopes ? 

Zen. You have no longer hope. 

Tir. But wherefore ? Who, ah ! who can bear 
thee from me ? 

What crime of mine ? 


Zen. Ah ! what avails it, prince. 

To dwell on that with pain, which will but raife 
The affe&ions duty bids us now fubdue ? 

Farewell! too long already you detain me. 

’Tis not your guilt or mine that parts us now: 

Let this fuffice, and feek to know no further. 

Tir. Barbarian! canft thou then fo coldly fpeakl 
Thou know’ft not thou art my fame, roy peace, 
my life; 

That if I lofe thee, all to me is loft; 

That never other objedt- 

Zen. Prince, farewell! \_g 01n g‘ 

Tir. Tell me at leaft- 


Zen. I cannot. 


Tir. Hear me. 
Zen. Oh! 

I mull not hear you. 


Tir. 
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Tir. Doft thou hate me thus ? 

Thus fly my fight ? 

Zen. Ah ! did I hate you, fir, 

I ftill might have remain’d,—I fear .your prefence 
’Tis hoftile to my duty : though my reafon 
Is firmly fix’d, yet great are your deferts. 

And O ! fuch conflict ferves at leaft to rend. 

If not fubdue my heart—And fee you not, 

(O! Heaven !) that now before you-"-that re¬ 

membrance— 

Depart, depart—I fhall cojafefs too much—- 
Refpedt at once my virtue and your own. 

Yes, I entreat you, prince, by all your foul 
Has priz’d on earth, or rooft reveres in Heaven; 
Even by the tender love that bound us once ; 

By the dear fjpirit that informs your bofom; 

By thefe fad tears you force me thus to fhed, 

O ! leave me—fly, my lord—avoid my prefence, 
Tir. And muft I fee thee never, never more ? 
Zen. No, never, prince, if ftill to you are deaf 
My peace and glory, 

Tir. Cruel, cruel fentence ! 

Zen. Go, feek for comfort and farewell! 

And happy, though in abfence dwell, 

Nor lofe a thought on me. 


Tir. 
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Tir. Ah ! fpeak not thus, relentlefs fair. 

But fooner from this bofom tear 
The heart that bleeds for thee. 

Zen. I feel a cold through every vein. 

Tir. My pulfe forgets to move. 

Both. What fufferings now mull both fuftain! 

O ! unpropitious love ! 

\ u 

Such anguifh only death can cure : 

Not fuch the happy know. 

Who ne’er, alas ! like us endure 
The pangs of parting woe. 

[Exeunt-federally * 
[Before the departure of Zen. and Rhad. Zop. 
appears behind, unfeen of them, and flops to 
obferve them. 

SCENE V. 

« 

Zopybus and followers. 

Zenobia, Heavens ! and Tiridates here ! 
Zenobia lives again ? Arid wherefore thus 
Depart from him in teats ? It mull be fo— 

She loves him Hill—But no; the rigid fair. 
Virtuous Zenobia, wife to Rhadamiftus— 

—Yet, what can rigour or can virtue aught 
Avail to rule the bofom’s tendered: paflion ? 

What cruel, what unheard-of jealoufy 

vol. iii. » Js 
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Is this I feel ? To find fome happier lover 
Difpute her heart, yet know not who’s my rival. 

With doubtful jeaioufy that glows 
Within my tortur’d bread, nor knows 
What fecret rival to oppofe, 

A thoufand racking pangs I prove. 

At once I love, at once I hate. 

And fuch the tenour of my fate, 

I dare not hope revenge or love. 

[as he is going he fees Rhad. and flops. 

But fee from far where Rhadamifius comes. 

And comes this way. My followers are at hand; 
Delay not then his death. Perhaps already 
He may fufpedt me : where we parted laft. 

He flay’d not my return.—But if Zenobia 
Is Tiridates’ lover, by his death 
I fhall but from a powerful foe deliver 
A favour’d rival.—Could I find the means 
To kindle firife between them; make them fall 
By mutual daughter, and myfelf from both 
Ufurp that fruit the vidlor ihould have gain’d— 
This were a mafter-piece of policy. 

It muft be duly weigh’d.- [to his followers ,.] 

Amidft thefe trees 

Be now, my friends, conceal’d .—■—[they retire .] 

. Behold him here: 

Now to my work—But with him comes a nymph. 

I’ll 
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I’ll wait till Hie retires, and he alone 

Remains for my defign. [ conceals himfelf. 


SCENE VI. 

Enter Rhadamistus and JEgle, as in con- 
verfation. Zopybus apart. 

Rhad. Deceive me not, . 

Ah ! courteous fhepherdefs.—To fport with mifery 
Were cruelty, alas ! that ill would fuit 
Thy gentle nature. 

JEgl. Think not I deceive you : 

Your contort lives.—I drew her from the ftream 
Pierc’d with her wound, and fav’d her at the peril, 
With her unhappy life to lofe my own. 

Rhad. Ah ! lovely nymph ! my tutelary God- 
defs! 

Is fuch compaflion found in favage woods ? 

Yes—virtue there refides; in peopled cities 
Are only known the femblance and the name. 

jEgl. We now have reach’d the place.—Ex- 
, pe£l me here ; 

I’ll hafte before you and prepare Zenobia. 

[goes into the cottage. 

Rhad. I burn with fond impatience to behold 
her. 

And yet I tremble to approach her prefence: 

I’m warm’d by love and chill’d by deep remorfe. 

D 2 ySg7. 
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JEgl. [coming out of the cottage J Zenobia is 
departed; vainly there 
I feek to find her. 

Rhad. O ! Almighty Powers ! 

JEgl. Be not difmay’d : fhe furely will return; 
Perchance for us fhe feeks. 

Rhad. O ! no—She hates, 

She fhuns me now—Alas ! I cannot blame her; 
Juft is her hatred, JEgle; nor have I 
Deferv’d to fuffer lefs from her refentment. 

JEgl. Zenobia hate you ? Shun you ? Ill indeed 
You know your fpoufe : fuch falfe fufpicion wrongs 
The trueft confort that the world has known. 

For you fhe feeks, for you alone fhe fi’ghs. 

And trembles but for you.—She even defends, 
And loves your cruelty; while be, who hears 
Her plead your caufe, no longer can condemn you: ( 
She calls the hand that ftruck her merciful. 

Rhad. O ! let us hafte to find her; at her feet 
Xet me expire with love, with fhame and forrow. 

JEgl. Removing hence, you may perchance but 
lofe 

Her whom you hope to find. 

Rhad. Go then, my JEgle, 

Do thou purfue the fearch-—Alas ! delay not— 
Forgive my hafty warmth—I figh to gain 
A bleffing mourn’d fo long with heart-felt anguifli. 
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■ JEgl. Though prefs’d with anguifh, who 
would e’er 

Beneath his grief repine ; 

Who, though decreed fuch grief to bear. 
Could fay, “ That heart is mine ?” 

Two fouls whom equal paffions fway. 

One only foul will prove; 

Since both but one defire obey. 

And glow with mutual love. \Exit. 

SCENE VII. 
Rhadamistus. Zopyrus apart. 

Rhad. O ! princefs, worthy of a fpoufe lefs 
cruel;, 

Generous Zenobia ! When was ever known 
A fpirit more exalted ?—You, who feek 
With envy to detract from female glory, 

Say, which of all our heroes e’er could boaft 
A virtue more fublime ? 

Zop. [coming forward ,] Where, where, my 
prince. 

Have you at dillance wander’d ? Is it thus 
You waited my return ? 

Rhad. O ! come and (hare 
With me my happy fortune—-my Zenobia— 

Zop. Zenobia lives. 


Rhad. 
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Rhad. And doft thou know it too ? 

Zop. Would I had never known it!. 

Rhad. Sky’ll thou ? Wherefore ? 

Wherefore ? Enquire no further, Rhada- 
miftus: 

Forget her—She’s unworthy of your love. 

Rhad. Tell me what caufe- 

Zop. Ah ! what avails, my lord. 

To afflidt you further ? 

Rhad. Speak : thy filence more 
Afflicts me than thy fpeech. 

Zop. I fhall obey. 

I faw your faithlefs fpoufe—but, prince, already 
Your cheek is pale—Forgive me, fir; it better 
Becomes me to be filent. 

Rhad. Speak, I charge thee. 

Zop. Since you command'—then blame not me, 
my lord: 

But late I with her Tiridates faw 
Your faithlefs confort: from their view conceal’d, 
I heard them fpeak of love.*—He to her min d 
Recall’d each promife given, while {he to him 
With fole'mn vows declar’d her former flame. 

Long cherifh’d, burnt with all its wonted warmth, 

Rhad. Falfe traitor! peace—Too well I know 
Zenobia; 

She ne’er could thus betray me. 
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Zop. ’Tis my duty 

To fuffer all from you ; but, O ! my prince. 
This fure I merit not, for having feen 
Your deareft peace betray’d: yourfelf compell’d 
me 

At firft to fpeak, and then- 

Rhad. O Heaven ! I never 
Would doubt Zenobia’s truth. 

Zop. Without my fpeaking 
You knew fhe fled you—but perchance you knew 
not 

That all her foul was fix’d on Tiridates, 

And that a firft affedtion never dies. 

Rhad. Too true, by Heaven 1 

Zop. \afide7\ ’Tis well—the poifon works. 

Rhad. Immortal Powers ! Are women thus in- 
conftant ? 

O ! happy you, by friendly ftars ordain’d 
Inhabitants of old Arcadian fhades, 

If you, as fame reports, deriv’d your birth 
From fenfelefs trunks. 

Zop. Ere you, my lord, afpir’d 
To gain her heart, ’twas given to Tiridates, 

And whilft he lives he ever will poflefs it. 

Rhad. But fhall not long—I fly to pierce his 
bread. 

Zop. Yet hold—What can you hope ? Amidft 
his guard 


2 


Of 
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Of troops in arms, you but in vain expofe 
Your life to hazard.—Could we draw him thence 
Far from his friends to fome fequefter’d part— 

Rhad. But how ? 

Zop. Who knows ? Let me reflect a little— 
We muft fecure the blow. 

Rhad. But rage like mine 
Brooks no delay. 

Zop. Then hear—By my contrivance, 

A wily mefiage, in Zenobia’s name, 

Shall lure him to a place that fuits our purpofe, 

Rhad. But what if he miftruft the truth ?— 
’Twere well 

At leaft to cloak it with fome fpecious token. 

Ah ! hold—this fhall fecure it—take this ring; 

It was Zenobia’s, given by Tiridates 
When laft they parted: fhe, that fatal day 
Which faw our nuptial rites, (as if fhe meant 
To abjure all memory of her former love,) 

On me beftow’d it-—then a treacherous pledge, 
But now the faithful inftrument of vengeance. 

Zop. [ afide .] Aufpicious Fortune ! [to Rhad.] 
In the lonely valley 
Where firft we met— ' . 

Rhad. But what—— 

Zop , The charge be mine 
Fq make our plpt fecure, 

Rhad, 
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Rhad. But ftill remember 
Ten thoufand furies ftruggle in my bofbm. 

I nought but venom now refpire, 

My heart Megaera’s torches fire, 

Alecto’s fnakes my bofom breeds. 

No more with fighs and tears I mourn, 

All grief is pail—I rave, I bum 

With rage that every rage exceeds. [Exit, 

SCENE VIII. 

Zopyrus, and followers apart. 

Zop. O ? glorious vi&ory ! For me my foes 
Will wage the fight, while I, without a blow 

Shall make Zenobia mine.-Come forth, my 

friends, [ they come out . 

Go hence, and round enclofe the vale of mjTtles j 
Thither will Tiridates come to fight 
With Rhadamillus : there remain conceal’d. 

Nor interrupt their combat; but when one 
Shall fall beneath his rival, let your weapons 
Transfix the yidlor, wearied with his toil. 

Away—but fome behind abide with me : 

J have a mefiage foon for Tiridates. 

Yet foft—I fear no follower of my own 
Muft be an envoy here : he might difcover— 
5dme artlefs nymph, or ruftic fwain were befl— 

But 
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But is not that I fee —[looking out.] Propitious 
Gods! 

Look there, my friends, look where Zenobia comes: 
I leave her to your care.—When I am gone, 

By ftratagem or force condudl her to me. 

What have I more to alk, could I but call 
That heart my own ; or could I know at leaft 
Who would difpute it with me ? Both the rivals 
’Tis true will perifh, but of thefe my hatred 
Knows not on which to fix ; and doubtful hatred 
Muft tarnifh all the pleafure of revenge. 

This fecret fhall be known : my mind e.ven now 
Suggefts an artful falfehood that fhall force 
Zenobia’s felf to unveil the truth to me. 


SCENE IX. 

Enter Zenobia. 

Zen. [ entering What do I fee ? Thou in Ar¬ 
menia here; 

Thou Zopyrus ? 

Zap. Ah ! princefs, bleft event 
That brings thee thus before me: ’tis from thee 
I counfel feek, or rather feek command, 

In what concerns thy heart’s moll dear affe&ion. 
Zen. Even now I haften to purfue my fpoufe. 
Zap. To find or lofe him muft depend on thee, 
Zen. What doft thou mean ? 
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Top. I’m bound by folcmn compact, 

(Which nothing can annul,) to take the life 
Of Rhadamiftus or of Tiridates. 

Ten. O ! heavenly powers ! 

Top. Attend my words.—The firft 
Is by my followers now detain’d a prifoner; 

The fecond, by a meflage forg’d to blind him. 
For which this gem muft feem a certain pledge, 

[ Jhews the ring. 

Will foon be drawn to where his death is plann’d. 

Ten. Whence did thy hand receive- 

Top. Firft hear me fpeak : 

The power is mine of thefe to kill or fave 
Him whom my will eledls.—That choice (hall now 
Depend on thee : the one by thee was lov’d. 

And one thou haft efpous’d : for me determine, 
And, at thy pleafure, now abfolve or fentence. 

Ten. And muft I then—O! cruel fate 1—But 
whence 

Such impious mandate ?—-What detefted cattfe— 
Who thus compels thee ? 

Top. Now ’twere long to tell; 

Time prefles: much already have I loft 
In feeking thee—now open all thy heart. 

And let me be difmifs’d. 


Ten. Eternal Powers! 


And could’ft thou then confent (O! moft in¬ 
human !) 


To 
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To fuch a deed as this ? 

Zap. The fovereign mandate 
Admits of no difpute: my life muft anfwer 
Should I negledt to obey. 

Zen. What punifhment, . 

What recompenfe, what power, howe’er fupreme, 
Can make that juft which bears the ftamp of guilt ? 

Zop. Adieu !—I came pot hither to difpute 
With idle words.—Thou fee’ll how far, Zenobia, 
Refpedt for thee might fix my wavering choice. 

.—Myfelf Ihall then determine. [s°' m S- 

Zen. Stay, O ! ftay. 

Zop. [ returning .] What would’ll thou fay ? 
Zen. Fain would I—yet reflect— 

Affift me, Gods! 

Zop. I underftand thee well. 

I muft, without thy fpeech, prevent thy wilhes : 
This ever was the privilege of women. 

Full well I know with reafon muft thou hate 
Inhuman Rhadamiftus : well I know 
His ftormy paflions, jealoufy unjuft; 

The impious barbarous wound—enough—ere long 
Thou lhalt have ample vengeance. [g°' m g- 

Zen. O ! perfidious ! 

And doll thou think Zenobia’s heart can harbour 
Jmpiety like this ? 

Zop. Be not offended: 

Thy 
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Thy Silence had milled me—Ho ! condudt 

\ [to his followers. 

The princefs to her confort, while I halte 
To take the forfeit life of Tiridates. 

Zen. Yet hear me !—O ! ye powers ! you put 
my virtue 

To too fevere a trial—Mult thefe lips 
Pronounce the dreadful fate of Tiridates ? 

How has he injur’d me ? The foul of honour. 
The pride of fpotlefs faith—and can I ever— 
Zop. Does ftill Zenobia doubt ? 


Zen. She has no doubts: 

She knows too well whom duty bids her fave. 
But fhrinks with horror at the dreadful ranfom. 


Zap. I fnuft no longer here remain—decide. 

Or I am gone. 

Zen. O ! yet a moment ftay. 

Thou furely may’ll confent- 

Zop. We lofe the time 
In vain expollulation.-—One muft die'. 

Zen. Let then the death—O Heaven! how 
(hall I fpeak it ? 

—Preferve for me- 


Zop. Say—whom ? 

Zen. Preferve them both. 

If thou would’ll have me owe to thee my peace ; 
If both thou canft not fave—yet fave my hufband. 
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Zop. [ afide .] ’Tis Rhadamiftus then enjoys her 
love. 

[to her.] And canft thou then, Zenobia, will the 
death 

Of fuch a faithful lover ? 

Zen. [in agony .] Save my hufband ! 

And tell me not (O Heaven !) what victim dies. 

Zap. Would’ft thou to life thy lord releafe. 
To loofe his bonds be mine; 

Would’ft thou preferye thy future peace. 
That care to me refign. 

I pardon every doubt of me, 

Whofe heart thou ne’er haft known j 
JBut foon, by what I’ve done for thee. 

Shall Zopyrus be fhown. [Exit. 


SCENE X. 

Zenobia alone. 

And doll thou ftill, inhuman! live, ftill breathe ? 
And could’ft thou then pronounce the fatal fen- 
tence. 

Yet feel not inftant death, or break with horror 
The heart where gratitude no longer dwells ? 
Since then—but what Zenobia, haft thou faid ? 
Why wander thus ?—.Thou haft fulfill’d thy duty. 
And now lament’ll with all a woman’s weaknefs. 

Ol think 
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O ! think this grief eclipfes every merit 
Of fuch a triumph : equal is the guilt 
Of evil adlions done, or good repented. 

Alas ! ’tis true—yet Tiridates dies ! 

And dies by my decree-—even now, perhaps, 
With his laft breath invokes Zenobia’s name. 
Defend him, pitying Gods! To lave my huiband 
Was mine, ’tis yours to fuccour innocence. 

The fuppliant prayers of one who knows not falfe- 
hood 

Fly wing’d to Heaven.—I come not now before you 
With forrows that derive their fource from crimes: 
From a pure fpring my tears unfullied flow. 

Ye righteous Gods ! who only know 
The heart’s conceal’d delires. 

Can tell if pure companion now 
My blamelefs vow infpires. 

’Tis true, from virtue’s path fever? 

You bid me ne’er depart; 

But different muft in Heaven appear 
The juft and cruel heart. ] Exit. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT 
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jL wood. 

Rhadamistus and JE gle. 

Rhad. Whence hadft thou, nymph, that ring ? 

Mgl. A ftrapger’s hand 
Intruded it to me. 

' Rhad. To what intent ? 

Mgl. He, with this token, to the vale of myrtles 
Gave me commiffion, in Zenobia’s name. 

To invite prince Tiridates. 

Rhad. Didft thou feek him ? 

Mgl. I fought him not. 

Rhad, And why ? 

Mgl. Becaufe I deem’d 
Some treachery was defign’d. 

Rhad. [ aftde .] In evil hour 
Did Zopyrus to this nymph in trad his charge, 

[to her.~\ But wherefore didft thou then accept 
from him 
The fecret mefiage ? 

Mgl. Left another hand 
Should execute his purpofe. 

Rhad. [ajided\ Now I know 

Why 
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Why I fo long have ft aid, and ftaid in vain, 

For Tiridates at the appointed valley. 

/Egl. I go to tell Zenobia all the treafon 
My thoughts fuggeft. 

Rhad. Forbear : it nought avails 
To tell Zenobia. 

JEgl. Yes, ’twere meet the knew 
That fome dark traitor plots againft. her fame 
And fpotlefs faith. 

Rhad. And eanft thou know to whom 
Belongs the name of traitor* or of faithful ? 

JEgl. And caiift thou doubt ? 

Rhad. There is iio longer doubt— 

Zenobia’s falfehood- 

JEgl. Hold : thou mak’ft my blood 
Run cold with horror* 

Rhad. Know—— 

Mgl. I know full well 

That little thou deferv’ft fuch truth and love* 
Rhad. But hear me, nymph, I am— 

Mgl. Unjuft, ungrateful, 

Inhuman, cruei— : — \_S°' m S l 

Rhad. If thou eanft, remove 
Sufpicion from me. [,following her * 

Mgl. Rather let it ftill 

Dwell in thy breaft, and be thy punifhment. [Exit. 


VOL. III. 
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SCENE II. 

Rhadamistus alone. 

But hear me—give me but at leaft fome proof— 
In whom fhall I confide ? While Zopyrus 
Proclaims Zenobia falfe, as firmly Mgle 
Maintains the thoughts that drive my foul to 
madnefs. 

Are light as empty dreams.—Immortal Gods ! 
Who now deceives me, Zopyrus or JEgle ? 

Fell Jealoufy ! thou tyrant of my heart. 

Still, ftill thou fay’ft, “ ’tis iEgle that deceives 
thee. M 

Ah! wherefore, fince I thus detefl 
The jealous fear that haunts my breaft ; 

Still muft I feel the cruel peft. 

That rankles at my peace ? 

What calm can e’er this heart regain ? 

When every hour I firive in vain 
To clear my doubts, but ftill retain 
Such doubts as never ceafe ? 

[as he is going he hears the voice of Zenobia.; 
he flops to liflen, then returns. 

Zen. [within.'] But whither do we go ? 

Rhad. What voice is that ? 

Or I’m deceiv’d, or ’twas my wife that fpoke— 

The 
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The found was furely thence—now let me leek 
her; 

And favouring Fortune fmile upon my wifhefc ! 
[while Rhad. goes out the way where he heard 
the voice, Zen. And Zop. enter by another. 


SCENE IIL 

Zbnobia, Zopyrus. Rhadamistus, who enters 
again unfeen behind. 

"Zen. [entering.] And yet I know not whither 
thou would’ft lead me* 

Zop. Fear nothing: follow me* 

Zen. [i aflde. ] My heart prefages 
Some evil is at hand. [ flops. 

Rhad. [to himfelfk] Behold her here, 

And with her Zopyrus.-—Awhile I’ll liften, 

And prove his truth* [flands apart. 

Zop. [to Zen.] What doll thou ? Come, Ze- 
nobia, 

I lead thee to thy hufband. 

Zen. When, O ! when 
Shall we behold him ? Zopyrus, hut now 
Thou feign’dft-him little diftant.—Long, ah ! long 
With thee I’ve ftray’d in thefe bewildering paths. 
And yet I fee him not* 

Zop. Thou haft him prefent. 

A 2 Zen , 
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Zen. My hufband prefent!-O ! immortal 

Gods! 

Say how—where is he ? 

Zop. I—I am thy hufband. 

Zen. Eternal Powers ! 

Rhad. [apart.] Ha !—let the traitor die—• 

No—let us firft learn all th’ extent of treafon 
His impious arts have plann’d. 

[about to draw his jword and difcover himfelf- y 
he flops. 

Zen. And haft thou thus, 

Thus dar’d to addrefs the wife of Rhadamiftus ? 
Zop. I now addrefs his widow. 

Zen. Heavenly Powers! 

Does not my hufband live ? 

Zop. But now I fent him 
To meet his certain death. 

Rhad. [apart. ] I burn with rage ! 

Zen. O! perjur’d traitor! Is it thus thou 
keep’ft 

Thy plighted faith ? 

Zop. In what have I deceiv’d thee ? 

Zen. In what ? And faid’ft thou not that Rha¬ 
damiftus, 

Or Tiridates rauft, by doom fevere,. 

Be made a wretched vi6lim ? 

Zop. ’Tis moft true. 
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Zen. That I might one of thefe at choice ele6l, 
And thou would’ft to my tears enfure his fafety ? 

Zop. Even fo. 

Zen. And did I not entreat thee then 
To fpare a hufband’s life ? 

Zap. Thou fay’ll it well: 

I fwore to obey thee, and to keep my oath, 
Preferv’d for thee a fpoufe in—Zopyrus. 

Rhad. [apart. ] I can no longer hold. 

Zen. O ! wretched prince ! 

O ! my betray’d, my murder’d Rhadamillus ! 

Zap. In vain thou call’d; on him, who now re- 
lides 

Amongft the dead. 

Rhad. [difcovering him/elf] Thou lieft-he 

lives, thou traitor! 

To be thy punilhment. 

Zop. I am betray’d. 

Zen. My life ! my lord l 

Rhad. Thou double traitor ! thus— 

[draws, and is about to attack him. 
Zop. Forbear, or by this hand Zenobia dies. 
[draws a dagger with his right hand and 
feizes Zen. with his left, in a3 to Jlrike her. 
Rhad. [ flopping. ] What would’!! thou do ? 
Zen. O ! cruel, cruel fortune! 


Rhad. 
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Rhad. I cannot curb the fury that impels me^— 
■—Moll impjous wretch ! 

Zop, If thou but mov’d a flep, 

Zenobia’s dead. 


Rhad. What mifery is mine ! 

Zen. O ! my lov’d fpoufe ! fince Heaven re- 
ftores my fame, 

Let not his threats affright thee—No, my blood 
Shall from this bofom freely flow, if pure 
The purple flream, my foul, from mortal bonds 
Be gladly loos’d; if loos’d, fhe leave behind 
Without a blufh, this chafle, unfullied frame, 

Rhad. O ! deareft part of me ! O! Jiyely pattern 
Qf loyalty and truth—:to find thee thus. 

And in fuch hands !-—O ! Zopyrus ! have pity ! 
If ftill thou bear’ll a fenfe of human feelings. 
Some remnant pf the man—Reftore my wife : 

I never, never will exadl revenge; 

I fwear it here—forget, forgive thee all, 

Zop. O! no—I fhall npt trufl thy plighted 
faith—- 

Depart and leave me, 

Rhad. By the immortal Gods-— 

Zop. Depart—or fee her perifh. 

Rhad. Savage monller! 

A fury worfe than black Cocytus’ fiends: 


0! let 
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O ! let me tear from that detefted bofom— 

[ advancing. 

Zop. Take heed— —— [threatening Zen. 

Rhad. O! hold—Where art thou, Rhadamiftus! 
O ! give me counfel, Gods !—my wife !—thou 
traitor! 

What torture do I feel!—At once my foul 
Laments and raves—my heart is torn between 
Contending pangs of tendernefs and rage ! 

Zop. Zenobia, come with me--thou, Rha¬ 

damiftus, 

Unlefs thou mean’ft to fee her dead before thee. 
Beware how thou purfu’ft us. 

Rhdd. Pity now 
Gives way in me to fury. 

Zop . Come, Zenobia. 

Zen. And does my lord forfake me thus ? 

Rhad. O ! no- 

Take this, thou wretch ! [about to attack him. 
Zop. Then let her die. [about to Jlab Zen. 
Rhad. O ! hold ! 

Yet, yet forbear. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Tiridates, 

Tir. What would’ft thou, impious flave ? 

[ feinting him . 

Zop. O Heaven! 

Tir. Refign thy weapon. 

[wrefts the dagger from him. 

Zop. I am loft ! [he flies. 

Rhad. Perfidious traitor ! vainly would’ft thou 
’fcape me, [Exit in a rage , 


SCENE V. 

Zenobia, Tiridates. 

Zen. Ah ! whither goeft thou ? Stay, my lord^-, 
_ [going after Rh^d, 

Tir, Ingrate! ' 

So foon would’ft thou forfake me ? 

Zen. Prince—O Heaven ! 

I begg’d of thee to ftiun me, 

Tir, Ah ! what myftery 
Js hid beneath thy words ?—I will obey— 

But tell me, wherefore doft thou fly me thus ? 

Zen, 
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Zen. Thou wilt know all, and know it all too 
foon; 

Farewell. 

Tir. Forgive me—I muft follow. 

Zen. No— 

It cannot—muft not be. 

Tir. But now I faw thee 

Threaten’d by ruffian force.-The hand that 

threaten’d 

I knew not, nor the hand that would have fav’d 
thee, 

I could not bear to leave thee thus alone. 

Expos’d to certain peril. 

Zen. Greater peril 
Awaits me here with thee. 

Tir. At leaft I may— : — 

Zen. Leave me in peace—in pity grant my fuit: 
Life is your gift, with gratitude I own it; 

But wherefore make to me your gift unhappy ? 

O ! let me now at leaft obtain 
A momentary reft; 

Nor thus a war and ftorm again 
Awaken in my breaft. 

A ftorm, in which my foul may rove, 

And rifk a fpotlefs name; 

A war, in which the ftrife may prove 

Deftrudtive to my fame. , [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Tibidates alone. 

I know not what Zenobia’s words import. 

Nor what myfelf intends.—She drives me from 
her. 

Yet tells not why.—There’s fcmething from that 
lip 

So fweetly founds; there’s fomething on that brow 
So awful fhines, as ever mull defend her, 

And ilrike all cenfure dumb. 


SCENE VII. 

Enter Mitheanes. 

Mit. My lord, I bring 
Moft welcome tidings—Rhadamiftus how 
Is made your prifoner. 

Tir. Ha! and where, Mithranes ? 

Mit. He came himfelf, unweeting, midft your 
troops 

To wear your ready, chains. 

Tir. Relate the whole. 

Mit. In fwift purfuit a flying warrior’s fteps 
He follow’d, and with matchlefs boldnefs enter’d 
Within your tents.—Againil a thoufand fwords 

That 
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That glitter’d round to oppole his furious paflage. 
Eager he fought the object of his vengeance. 

At once he law, o’ertook, and pierc’d his breaft. 
Tir. Unheard-of ralhnefs! 

Mit. Yet all is not told. 

This done, he hop’d again to leave the valley, 
And might have fcap’d, but at his greateft need 
His fword broke Ihort, and left his hand defence- 
lefs. 

And ftill, though numbers round him countlefs 
prefs’d. 

With threatening arms, alone, without a weapon. 
He fcarcely deign’d to yield. 

Tir. The wretch who fell 
Beneath his rage was fiirely he, whom late 
1 here beheld. 


SCENE VIII. 

Enter JE gle behindunfeen. 

Mit. The life of Rhadamiftus 
Behold is in your hand. 

jEgl. [to herftlf.^ What do I hear ? 

Mit. O ! let the traitor fuffer for his crimes. 
Tir. Then be it fo—Mithranes, let us go. 

[going. 
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JEgl. [coming forward .] Forbear, O ! prince, 
forbear to vent your anger 
Oh one whom cruel Fortune’s frown purfues. 

Tir. And what can urge thee to defend the life 
Of this perfidious ? 

JEgl- Yet I deem not, fir, 

His guilt fo certain. 

Tir. But Zenobia’s father 
By treafon he deftroy’d. 

Mit. And next the daughter 
He fought to flay : for he, whofe eyes beheld 
The affafliri’s“bltbarous ftroke, 'could not deceive 
me. 

JEgl. Think better yet.—We mult hot lightly 
give 

Our faith to common rumour.—-With a* foe 
Mercy is ever lovely. 

Tir. Tiridates- 

Might in oblivion fteep his private injuries. 

But never can forgive Zenobia’s .wrongs : 

To her his blood in facrifice is due. 

jEgl. Believe me, {he requires not this. 

Tir. Though.; fhe 

Demand it not, her virtue claims it from me. 

[going. 

JEgl. Yet hold—O Heavens! \ciftdeJ\ Believe 
what now I fpeak: 


If 
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If thou canft love Zenobia, then refpeft 
The life of Rhadamiftus : headlong zeal 
Would plunge thee deep in error; thou would’ft 
ferve 

Zenobia’s honour, and thou kill’ll her peace. 

Tir. Ha ! does Ihe love him then ? 


JEgl. Alas ! my lord, 

She would—if more than this thou feek’ft to know, 
I mull—Already have I faid too much. \afide. 

Tir. Thou feem’ll confus’d-What can this 

mean, Mithranes ? 

A chilling damp—’tis true, that Rhadamiftus 
Was once my rival.—Now conceal’d he lurks 
Amidll thefe woods, where too Zenobia dwells. 

In her defence he flood, and Ihe purfued 
His flying Heps ; but me Ihe heeds no more : 
iEgle has fince declar’d.—O ! gentle nymph, 

[to JE gL 

Whate’er thou know’ll in pity now reveal. 

JEgl. I can no further fpeak—Enough already 
My lips have utter’d. 

Tir . Ah ! what freezing hand 
Weighs heavy on my heart ? What cruel doubts 
Are thefe I feel ? My peace is loll for ever ! 


By proof I know the heart may bear 
A beauty’s cruel reign; 

But torments from a faithlefs fair 
No lover can fuilain. 


If 
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If fhe I love my hope deceive. 

And all her vows forego. 

Ere I, ye powers! this truth believe’ 

Let death conclude my woe ! [Exit. 

SCENE IX. 

A Egle, Mithkanes. 

JEgl. Unhappy prince ! O! how my bofom feels 
For all his fufferings ! How that pleafing afpedt. 
His eye’s foft glance, the mufic of his words 
Command each heart to fhare with him in forrow; 
A lover form’d like him, alas! deferves 
Far other fate.—O ! that ’twere given to ./Egle 
To make his days more happy! 

Mit. Doubtlefs- iEgle 
Difplays a feeling mind, and Tiridates 
L worthy all her pity : but fuch feeling 
Is warmer fure than mere compaffion knows. 

Thy looks, O ! gentle nymph, difplay 
The thoughts that now thy bofom fway ; 
Thine eyes, where beams of foftnefs play, 
No inbred cruelty proclaim. 

Though yet unfetter’d in his fnares. 

Thy foul to Love no hatred bears; 

And model! pity oft prepares 
The virgin’s heart to catch the flame. [Exit. 

2 SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

JE gle alone. 

Ah me ! too true—My paffion far exceeds 
The bounds of pity—Haplefs, haplefs JE gle ! 

To what would’ft thou pretend ? Thy thoughts 
are rais’d 

To objects far above thee.—Heaven has doom’d 
A cottage for thy dwelling : quench fuch flames 
As only fuit the torch of fplendid loves. 

If this thou canfl: not do—at lead fupprefs 
The confcious fire within, and wafte in filence. 

What greater anguifh can I feel ? 

When he I love is nigh ; 

I figh, but ah ! I dare not tell 
That ’tis for him I figh. 

My feeble powers no more fuffice 
My fufferings to fuftain; 

Nor yet, alas \ my heart fuppljes 
The courage to complain. {Exit. 


SCENE 



64 


ZENOBIA. 


[act lit* 


SCENE XI. 

A garden belonging to the palace of the kings of 
Armenia, inhabited by Tiridates. 

Tiridates, Mithrawes. 

Mil. ’Tis all too true : too well you now con¬ 
ceive 

The words of iEgle.—Yes, Zenobia’s love 
Is fix’d on Rhadamiftus : when fhe heard 
Your troops had made him prifoner, from her 
cheek 

The colour fled : with eager fpeed fhe flew 
To reach the tents, and fought admittance to him. 
But found accefs denied. 

Tir. And yet, Mithranes, 

I cannot, muft not think-- 

Mit. By her you foon 

Will find the truth confirm’d.—She comes to afk 
Of you the prifoner’s life. 

Tir. O Heaven ! fhe dares not 
Infult me thus. 

Mit. Ere'this fhe had preferr’d 
To you her fuit, but that two Roman warriors. 
Who bring a written meflage from their camp. 
Detain her now impatient on the way. 

Tir, 
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Tir. She mult not meet my eyes—Q<! no, th’ 
ingrate, 

I cannot bear her prefence. 

Wit. See, fhe comes. 


SCENE XII. 

Enter Zenobia. 

Zen. Ah ! prince ! 

Tir. The mighty fecret. Heaven be prais’d ! 

Is now difclos’d.—At length the powerful caufe 
Of all my wrongs is known.—What feek’ft thou ? 
Speak: 

Be not difmay’d—The worth of Rhadamiftus 
May plead excufe for every broken vow. 

And corn’ll thou now to alk from me his freedom ? 
To alk him for thy fpoufe ? Mull Tiridates 
Prepare the torches for thy happy nuptials ? 

Zen. My lord-- 

Tir. Inhuman, barbarous, falfe Zenobia! 

Is this the recompenfe for love like mine ? 

And doll thou thus betray me ? And for whom ? 
For whom betray me ? Righteous Gods! for one 
Whofe murderous guile depriv’d thee of a father ? 
And then- 

Zen. You are deceiv’d : falfe rumour fix’d 
The guilt on him. 
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Mit. [to Tir.] ’Tis true.—By Pharafmanes 
The deed was plann’d.—Perfidious Zopyrus 
Confefs’d it dying. 

Tir. Wilt thou then believe 
A traitor’s words ? 

j \Ttt. A paper found upon him 
Confirm’d the whole : in this are given at full 
The fecret orders for the monarch’s death; 

All written by the hand of Pharafmanes. 

Zen. Behold, my lord- 

Tir . Be filent: while you plead 
For Rhadamiftus thus, your love condemns him, 
Zen. Tis true, I love him, and attempt not now 
To hide my love.—His danger brings me hither ; 
Zenobia comes to give him liberty : 

She comes from you to afk it.—Rome once more 
Makes me the offer of Armenia’s fceptre. 

In my behalf behold from Syria march 
The Latian bands: meantime the Armenians call 
On thee to fill their throne.—Do thou confent; 
Zenobia here will fecond their defign : 

Reftore to me in freedom Rhadamiftus, 

And rule Armenia’s kingdom. 

Tir. Surely mighty 
For a new lover fuch a facrifice. 

Zen. But not, O prince ! too mighty for a huf- 
band. 


Tir. 
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Tir. A hufband ! 

Zen. I have faid. 

Tir. Can this be true ? 

Such fecret too from me till now conceal’d ? 

Zen. I fear’d to excite your rage againft my 
confort; 

I fear’d your juft affliction.—Know, my heart 
Too weak to witnefs fuch a fetal trial. 

At leaft at diftance-- 

Tir. Cruel and inconftant! 

Ungrateful woman ! Whom fhall we believe. 

Or whom, Mithranes, truft ? All is deceit 
We hear or fee—Zenobia has betray’d me. 

And truth is loft for ever ! 

Zen. Tiridates, 

Think not ’twas I betray’d thee.—No, ’twas Hea¬ 
ven, 

And ’twas a father’s will oppos’d our nuptials. 

I know not whether fear or hope induc’d 
The cruel change : I know that thou wert abfent. 
And that this hand was deftin’d to another. 

Tir. And could’ft thou then— 

Zen. What power, alas! was mine ? 

“ Behold” (he cried) “ the only way, my daughter, 
“ To fave my life, my kingdom and my honour.” 
Now fay, had Tiridates been as me, 

What would he then have done ? 

Tir. Have died, Zenobia. 

p 2 


Zen. 
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Zen. I do far more—I part from thee and live : 
Death would have only ferv’d to tender fhort 
My time of fuffering : I with mine had clos’d 
Thy dearer life, and difobey’d a father. 

Tir. Thy recent bands are little irkfome to thee: 
Well haft thou toil’d for Rhadamiftus’ fafety. 

And he has well fecur’d thy heart.—I fee 
Report was falfe, that e'er he fought thy life. 

Zen. O ! no, ’twas true; but this can never 
make 

My bands more irkfome. 

' Tir. How !—not irkfome ? 

Zen. No. 

Tir. He fought thy life' and thou canft love 
him (till ? 

And.love fo firmly, that to enfure his fafety 
Thou offer’ft in exchange a kingdom’s rule. 

Zen. Yes, Tiriaates—could Zenobia lefs, 

'She muft negledl her glory, ftain the honours 
Of all her anceftry; forget the duty 
A wife fhould cherifh ; flight the immortal Gods, 
That witnefs’d her efpoufals.—Thee, O ! prince. 
Thee muft Zenobia wrong : where would be then 
-The fpotlefs innocence, the pride of foul 
That charm’d thee once in her ? Say, fhould I 
then 

Have e’er been worthy Tiridates’ love ? 

Tir. 
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Tir. Alas! what virtue fate has ravilh’d from 
me ! 

Zen. If it indeed be true that love is born 
Of minds congenial, wherefore with that virtue 
Should now thy grief contend ? No—imitate. 

Or rather, prince, furpafs it—Tiridates 
Can far outgo example.—Well I know 
Thy condancy of temper.—Let us quit 
The paths of vulgar lovers: let the fparks 
Of emulation glow in either bread. 

O ! think what we mud feel when we review 
Our glorious conqueft; while the world fhall leariv 
That love, when cheridi’d in a noble heart. 

Can breed, and only breed the fruits of virtue. 

Tir. Run—fly, Mithranes-to our prefence 

bring 

In freedom Rhadamidus.—How thy words. 
Exalted dame ! can change the mind at will! 
Thou kindleft in my bread another flame 
That quenches now the firfl T —I fee with envy 
The greatnefs of thy foul, and blufh fo long 
To lag behind thee.—I perceive my heart 
Is wholly chang’d; no more I love Zenobia; 

I worfhip, I adore her—If I love her, 

A jealous lover of Zenobia’s fame ; 

A zealous follower of Zenobia’s virtues: 

I love her—as a mortal loves the Gods. 

Zen. All thanks, protecting powers! Zenobia 
now 
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Has not a foe : the greateft is fubbued, 

The thought of thy diftrefs,-Go, prince, and 

reign 

(For thou art worthy) in Zenobia’s head. 


SCENE XIII. 

Enter JE gle. 

Mgl. O ! let me, deareft lifter, clafp thee thus 
Clofe to my breaft. [embraces Zen. 

Zen. What means my gentle AEgle ? 

What dream is this ? 

Mgl. No longer am I AEgle : 

Behold your loft Arftnoe.—See the mark 
Of crimfon here, on the left arm imprefs’d 
Of all our race. 

Zen. ’Tis true, by Heaven ! 

Tir. Ye powers ! 

Zen. In one fhort moment what a tide of blifs! 
How knew’ft thou this ? [to AEgl. 

JEgl. From him, the aged fhepherd, 

Till now believ’d my father.—Thrice five years 
Have roll’d their courfe fince from the Armenian 
rebels 

He had me then an infant; and till now 
Has kept me ftill the darling of his love : 

But late he heard the fortunes of Zenobia, 


And 
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And well he knows thee too, but not from me. 

I kept my faith unbroken.—Whether now 
Thy fufferings mov’d him; or that verging near 
The clofe of life, he was refolv’d again 
To give me back the honours of my birth. 

He call’d me to him, and with many a tear 
Told all the tale, and fent me to Zenobia. 

Zen. Well in thy face I read thy princely mind. 


SCENE LAST. 

/ 

.Enter Rhadamistus. 

Rhad. Ah ! Tiridates-- 

Tir. Come, my lord, O ! come : 

Behold Zenobia here, thy long-fought wife, 

I thus reftore her to thee. 

Rhad. [to Zen.] O ! forgive, 

Forgive your Rhadamiftus. 

Zen. What offence 
Awaits my pardon ? 

Rhad. Heavens !—my jealous rage. 

Zen. Your jealous rage was kindled in your 
bread; 

From love’s excefs.—The caufe I ever cherifh, 
Th’ effedl I have forgotten. [ embrace. 

Tir. Heavenly goodnefs! 


6 


Zen. 
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Zen. \to Tir.] To me, O ! prince, the Gods 
reftore a lifter. 

To whom I owe my life, and fain would fhew 
The gratitude lhe merits.—Well I know 
She loves thee, Tiridates : let that hand. 

Devoted once for mine, be given at leaft 
At my requeft—bellow it on Arlinoe. 

Tir. Receive it, princefs- [gives his hand .] 

What thou bid’ll, Zenobia, 

To me is ever facred. 

JEgl. Happy hour 1 
Rhad. O ! faithfullpoufe ! 

Zen. O ! generous Tiridates ! 

Chorus. 

’Tis falfe that Love, with tyrant fway 
Bids every will his rule obey. 

And o’er our freedom reigns. 

But lovers thus, while each purfues 
His wayward courfe, would faults excufe 
Which Fate in them ordains. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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Xerxes, King of Persia. 

Themistocles, an Athenian General. 

Aspasia, Daughter of Themistocles. 

Neqcles, Son of Themistocles. 

Roxana, a Princefs of the royal blood, in 
with Xerxes. 

Lysimachus, Ambaflador from the Greeks, 
Sebastes, Confidant of Xerxes. 


Scene in .the city of Susa. 
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ACT I. SCENE I 

The palace of Xerxes. 

Themistocles, Neocles. 

Them. What wfould’ft thou do ? 

Neoc. Permit me to chaftife 
That haughty Perfian,—feed thou not, my father. 
How little he attends to thy demands ? 

What further infults muft we yet endure ? 

Them. Reftrain thy ill-tim’d ardour? Thinkft 
thou Hill 

We tread the foil of Greece ; and that thou fee’ll 
Thy father circled with the flattering crowds. 

That ever throng to him whom Fortune favours ? 
All things muft change ; and, Neocles, the wife 
Submit to prefent evils. See in this 
The palace of our foe : no longer now 
Am I the hope, the darling pride of Athens; 

A poor, a wandering exile, Ihunn’d of all. 

An outcaft of mankind, what have I left. 

Save this, (the greateft good) I {till retain 
My conftancy unfhaken. 

Neoc. Pardon, Sir, 


Such 
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Such conftancy I fcarce with temper bear. 

I fee thee driven, excluded from thofe walls, 
Which late thy blood preferv’d; in every part 
To find, the hatred of thy cruel country 
Purfue thee (till, and with infidious policy. 
Forbid thee an afylum. Malice feems 
To grudge thee even a fodering fpot of earth. 

To feed the wants of nature; yet I hear 
No murmurs pafs thy lips : I fee thy looks 
Unmov’d and placid. Is it poflible ? 

How cand thou thus fupport the unnatural drake 
Of man’s ingratitude ?, 

Them. Alas ! my fon. 

Thou ’rt newly enter’d on the path of life. 

And all to thee is Itrange : I blame thee not; 

For wonder is the child of ignorance. 

And mother ftill of wifdom. Know the hatred. 
Thou fee’ft in human breads, is modly found 
The recompenfe of every good conferr’d ; 

The ungrateful hate (and many fuch there are) 
The galling weight of benefits in him 
From whom they come; while he, from whom 
they come. 

Lores, in the man he ferves, the benefits 
By him bedow’d ; and hence, my fon, proceeds 
My country’s hate to me, my love to her. 

Neoc. Were only men unjud to thee, my father, 
I might fupport the thought; but even the Gods 
Seem mindlefs of thee. 


Them • 
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Them. Mindlefs ? 

Neoc. Can we call 

This wretched date, thy virtue’s due reward ? 

Them. Of good or evil, know’ll thou which to 
name. 

Reward or punilhment ? 

Neoc. What means my father ? 

Them. By fuffering, virtue is refin’d, but grows 
Corrupt by profperous fortune. Limpid flows 
The dream midd broken rocks, but in a pool 
Stagnates impure ; the weapon, that in war 
Refplendent blazes, ruds in lazy peace. 

Neoc. But thus to change from triumphs pad 
to meet 

With trials fuch as thefe; 

Them. Futurity 

Perhaps may envy more my prefent trials. 

Than all my former triumphs. 

Neoc. Be it fo; 

But fay, what caufe has brought thee to this place. 
In fearch of other perils ? Is the hatred 
Of Greece fo little ? Would’d thou dand expos’d. 
To Perda’s fury ? Dod thou not remember 
That Athens, when aflail’d, led on by thee. 
Oppos’d the united force of Ada’s arms. 

And feoff’d at Xerxes and his idle bridge } 

Ah ! think not that fuch trandent anger fwells 
The heart of kings.—Here fhould’ft thou be dif- 
cover’d 


/ 
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To whom wilt thou recur ? In other parts 
Thy foes are many, here thy foes are all. 

Each, from thy counfels, has in battle loll 
A friend, a relative, a fon or father. 

Ah ! let us fly, my lord—in pity— 

Them. Peace : 

Some one I fee approaching—Leave me ; hence 
And wait for me apart. 

JSFeoc. And fhall I not 
Remain with thee, my father ? 

Them. No : I dare not 
Confide in thy forbearance; and our Hate 
Requires it much. 

Neoc. And now- 

Them. Obey. 

Neoc. At leaf!, 

In fuch a dreadful temped, O ? take heed 
And guard thy fafety. 

Them. Hence and iiope the bell. 

Neoc. And can I fay„ O ! fire belov’d ! 

That hope will e’er be mine ; 

Or ftars, that late have cruel prov’d. 

Will now benignant fhine ? 

I dread the frowns of Fate fevere 
Againll thy peace combin’d; 

But more than all her frowns I fear 
Thy confiancy of mind. 


[Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Aspasia, Sebastes. Themistocles apart. 

'Them. [afide?] This flranger, by his looks and 
bearing, feems 

Of high concern and manners more refin’d : 

Of him I may enquire—but foft, what maid 
With him appears; and by her veils a Greek ? 
Afp. [to Seb.] Yet hear me. 

Seb. No ; I cannot, fair Afpafia, 

Now longer here remain : the king expe&s me. 

[going. 

Afp. Yet one fhort moment: is it true the king 
Has made this cruel edidl ? 

Seb. ’Tis moft true : 

Whoe’er to Xerxes brings Themiftocles, 

Alive or dead, fhall gain immenfe reward. 

[going. 

Afp. Unhappy father ! [afide. 

• Them, [to Seb.] Tell me, gracious lord, 

(If thus far may be known) can all alike 
Prefume to approach the feet of royal Xerxes, 
And when and where fuch honour is permitted r 
Afp. [afide.~] How (hall I warn my father ? 

Seb. [to Them, haughtily .] Hence and learn 

From 
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From others what thou feek’ft. 

Them. If I perhaps 

Have err’d unwfceting, courteous deign to inftruil 
me; 

A firailger am I; and to me unknown 
The country’s cultoms here. 

Seb. Farewell, Afpafia. 

[Exit, without attending to Them. 1 

Them. What fenfelefs pride ! 


SCENE III. 
Themistocles, Aspasia. 

\ 

Afp. [to herfelf^\ Conduit not, mighty Gods ! 
My father to thefe fhores! 

Them. [ajide.~\ Then let me feek 
Some better knowledge from this Grecian dame. 
[to her.~\ Fair virgin, if the Heavens—Almighty 
Powers! 

What features do I fee ! 

Afp. Eternal Gods! 

’Tis fure my father, or fome form like his ! 

Them. O ! fay- 

Afp. Themiftocles! 

Them. Afpafia! 

Afp. Father t 


Them. 
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Them. My daughter! { embrace. 

Afp. Fly, O ! fly- 

Them. And doll thou live ? 

Afp. Ah ! fly, my deareft father.—O ! what flax 
In evil hour has brought you to this palace ? 

Ah ! Xerxes feeks your life, and vaft rewards 
Are promis’d him who brings you to his fight—- 
Alas ! delay not—fome one may difcover— 

Them. Thou wilt thyfelf difcover me, Afpafia, 
With this excels of fear.—Say, when to Argos 
I fent thee for a fhelter from the dangers 
Of war and tumult, was not then thy fhip 
Engulph’d in roaring waves ? 

Afp. It was; and none,' 

Save I alone, furviv’d the cruel wreck; 

By wondrous chance efcap’d from ftormy feas 
To pay with liberty my ranfom’d life. 

Them. Say how was this ? 

Afp. A veffel from the waves— 

(O Heaven ! I freeze with terror !) from the waves 
A hoftile veffel took me, fcarce alive, 

And bore me prifoner to this fated land. 

Them. Is here thy birth difclos’d ? 

Afp. No.—Xerxes gave me 
(My race unknown) a prefent to the princefs. 

The fair Roxana.—How I oft invok’d 
A father's name ! How oft I wearied Heaven 

With 
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With vows to fee him ! But I little thought 
To find my vows fo fatally fulfill’d. 

Them. Compofe thyfelf, my daughter; joy and 
grief 

Are plac’d with bounds fo near to each, the paflage 
Is but a moment’s work. This day our fortune 
May take a different afpedf ; finding thee. 
Already do I feel my fufferings lefs. 

Afp. But how ! how have you found me here ? 
A wretch, 

In fervile bonds ! And how are you arriv’d ? 

A fugitive profcrib’d ! A lonely exile ! 

Alas 1 my father, where is now the fplendor 
That once encircled you ? The pomp, the menials. 
The wealth, the friends ?—O ! Deities unjuft ! 

O ! moft ungrateful Athens! and does earth 
Support thee ftill ? And ftill the thunder fleep 
In Jove’s eternal hand ? 

Them. Forbear, Afpafia! 

And learn, more wife, to keep thy grief in bounds; 
Know, fhe, who calls for vengeance on her country, 
Can ne’er be daughter to Themiftocles ; 

Nor will I bear thou fhould’fl: one moment harbour 
Such impious thoughts. 

Afp. When you defend her caufe. 

Your country’s guilt is doubled. 

Them. Hold ! no more. 
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Afp. Yet, let me beg you fly !—Ah! quit this 
land. 

Them. Whence is thy dread, if here to all un¬ 
known— 

Afp. To all unknown ? And where! ah! where, 
is then 

Themiliocles unknown ? The character 
Of tnajefty imprefs’d upon his brow. 

That fpeaks his foul, fuffices to betray him. 

This day the peril threatens more : from Athens 
At Sufa an ambaffador arrives: 

From him and from his followers, who fhall now 
Conceal- 

Them. --But tell me, know’ll thou yet his 

bufinefs. 

And what his name ? 

Afp. I know not; but the king 
Will give him fpeedy audience.—See already 
Where yonder throng the impatient populace 
To reach the dellin’d place. 

Them. May each that wills it 
Be prefent at the meeting ? 

Afp. Doubtlefs each. 

Them. Remain thou here : I halle to fatisfy 
A wilh I long have cherilh’d in my breall. 

Thus face to face to meet my ancient foe. 

Afp. Forbear-Unhappy me ! What would 

you do ? 

c 2 


You 
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You kill me with affright! O ! if you love me. 
Forego the thought—By this unconquer’d hand, 
On which, a trembligg and a fuppliant daughter, 
I now imprefs the kifs of filial duty; 

Even by that country, which, to you a foe. 

You ftill have, reverenc’d; which you have de¬ 
fended, 

Howe’er to you ungrateful. 

Them. Lov’d Afpafia, 

Come to thy father’s bread:: full well in thefe, 
Thefe fond emotions of an anxious daughter, 

I read thy heart; but fink not thus beneath 
Thy birth and virtue,!—Leave to me the care 
To guard myfelf—Farewell; and from thy father 
Learn to defpife the frowns' of niggard Fortune. 

Amidft the rage of adverfe fate 
He neither fear nor tumult knows. 

Who, ftill prepar’d for every ftate, 

A heart to all undaunted dhows. 

Thofe evils that attend on life 
Are leflons to the noble mind ; 

As from the winds and waves at ftrife 
Their ufeful fchool the feamen find. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Roxana. 

Afp. [to herfelf '.] Alas ! through all my trem¬ 
bling breaft I feel 
Each fibre fhake with fear ! 

Rox. Permit me now, 

Afpafia, to complain; and why conceal 
Thy happy fortune thus ? Though not a friend, 

I hop’d at leaft to find thee more fincere. 

Afp. [afided\ Alas! fhe knows it all. Themif- 
tocles i 

Too furely is difcover’d. 

Rox. Thou art pale ! 

Thou anfwer’ft not ? And have I truly heard. 
And have I near me then my deadlieft foe. 

. Afp. Ah ! princefs !- 

Rox. Peace, ingrate, to thee I told 
My fecret foul, to thee intruded all, 

And thou, mean time, haft us’d each art to win 
From me the heart of Xerxes. 

Afp. [afde.~\ What I fear’d 
Employs not now her thoughts. 

Rox. Is this, Afpafia, 

The recompenfe for all my friendfhip fhewn ? 

Afp. Such taunts and infults ill become Roxana, 

Poflefs 
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Poflefs, without a fear, the heart of Xerxes, 

I never fhall difpute it—no !—too well 
I know myfelf; think not Afpafia’s hopes 
(Beyond her rank) afpire to mount the throne. 

Rox. Diflimulation all! A thoufand thoughts 
Confirm-my fears, fince Xerxes firft beheld thee, 

I find a daily change, while cold indifference 
Succeeds declining love. I mark his looks. 
Intent on thee ; I hear his converfe dwell 
Too oft on thee ; and when I fpeak of love, 

He feems confus’d ; then feeking an excufe 
To veil his luke-warm paflion, lays the blame 
On all thofe cares that vex a monarch’s peace. 

Afp. Not love, but generous pity warms his 
bread:. 

For poor Afpafia’s fortune. 

Rox. Pity oft 
Is but a fpecious name. 

Afp. Reflect, Roxana, 

How great the difiance twixt myfelf and Xerxes. 
Rox. Love equals thofe more diftant. 

A/p. But a ftranger ?- 

Rox. ’Tis that I fear. Sometimes the fancied 
value 

Outweighs the true; thofe gems are little worth 
Where Nature heaps them with a lavifh hand. 

But from their fcarcenefs oft are treafures deem’d. 

Afp. For pity’s fake, Roxana, be not thus 

Ingenious 
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Ingenious to your pain ? You wrong Afpafia, 

You wrong yourfelf and Xerxes : if the cares 
Of love can find admiflion in this breaft, 

(’Midft all the fufferings of my prefent ftate) 

Not Xerxes is their object. In this heart 
Another form is grav’d ; and learn, Afpafia 
Has not a heart that knows how love can change. 
Rex. And wilt thou then—~ 


SCENE V, 

Enter Sebastes. 

Seb, | to Rox.] If, princefs, you would fee 
The Athenian envoy, he prepares to take 
His audience of the king. 

Rox. I come, Sebafles. 

Afp. Hear—know’ll thou yet his name ? 

Seb. Lyfimachus. 

Afp. \ajide.~\ Eternal Powers! ’tis he, my heart’s 
dear lord! 

But wherefore comes he ? [ to Seb. 

Seb. As I learn, he comes 
To feek Themillocles, 

Afp. [ afule .] And is he then, 

Is then my lover too my father’s foe ? 

All, all the earth confpire in waging war 
With o ne .unhapp y exile ! 



88 


THEM18TOCLES. 


[ACT I. 


Rox. Go, Sebafles, 

Before me to the king—farewell Afpafia. 

[to Ajpi] Betray me not. [Exit Sebafles. 

Afp. Ah ! banifh from your mind 
Thefe jealous doubts ?—Ah ! how can thoughts 
like thefe 

E’er find admittance in a noble breafl ? 

Rox. A lover I! too well I 1 know ; 

From jealoufy what torments flow. 

The bane that heightens every woe, 

And poifons every joy. 

The monfler with an hundred eyes, 

Creates the bad, the good belies. 

And every cruel pang fupplies, 

To work the foul’s annoy. 

[Exit. 


SCENE VI. 

Aspasia alone. 

Can this be true ! And is Lyfimachus, 

Is he too leagu’d againft a wretched father ? 

O ! faithlefs man ! already he forgets me ; 

He thinks me dead ; and thinks that to the dead 
’Tis folly to be conflant:—Cruel liars, 

Midft all my fufferings this alone was wanting. 

What 
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What maid, alas ! has ever feen 
Her liars more adverfe Ihine ? 

What tender heart by fate has been 
Condemn’d to pains like mine ? 

My lighs fucceed each other Hill: 

One woe another breeds; 

And each fucceeding grief I feel. 

The former grief exceeds. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

A magnificent place for public audience. A throne 
on one fide. View of the city at a difiance. 

Themistocles, Neocles. 

Neoc. My father, whither goeft thou ? Still in 
vain 

I would divine thy purpofe; while I mark 
Each look with fear, and think that every eye 
Is fix’d alone on thee. Behold the guards ! 

The king is near at hand; let us depart. 

Them. Here, mingled with the crowd, we may 
remain. 

Neoc. Think of the danger, fir. 

Them. No more !—be filent. 

Neoc. [afidel] I tremble for th’ event, 

[they retire to one fide. 
6 SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

Enter Xerxes and Sebastes with a numerous 
attendance, 

Xer. Go, call before us 
The ambaflador from Greece ; he lhall be heard. 

[a guard goes out. 

Sebaftes, tell me, does Themiftocles 

Still hide him from my vengeance ? Have I then 

In vain held forth fuch hope of high reward ? 

Seb. He cannot long be hid : too many fnares 
Are laid for him to efcape them. 

Xer. While he lives 
I cannot reft,—fay, has he not beheld 
The flight of Xerxes ? Midfl: the unnumber’d 
fliips. 

With which opprefs’d th’ iEgean billows groan’d. 
He knows, that chac’d by him, (O ! fhame to 
think I) 

My life was trailed to a Angle bark, 

Poor and defencelefs; that, by thirft conftrain’d, 

I drank the fcanty water, foul and putrid; 

And prais’d with eager lips, the favoury draught; 
And fhall he live, who lives to boaft of this ? 

O ! no !—it ne’er lhall be, and in my heart 
The thought alone is madnefs. 

\afeends the throne , 
Neoc, 
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Neoc. [afide to Them.] Hear you this ? 

'Them. I do! 

Neoc. Then let us fly. 

'Them. Peace, Neocles. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Lysimachus with a train of Greeks. 

Lyf. Great king ! in whom, though in a foe to 
Greece, 

Athens not only pays the honours due 
To regal majefty, but, from thy virtue 
(Unbounded as thy empire) now experts 
A gift beyond the noblefl. 

Xer. Let it not 

Be peace thou feek’ft then fit and freely fpeak. 
Neoc. [to Them.] Is that Lyfimachus ? 

[Lyf. fits. 

Them. It is ? 

Neoc. The friendfhip 

Of one fo dear, may ftand you much in ftead. 
Them, [to Neoc.] Be filent or depart. 

Lyf. [to Xer.] To fweep from earth 
A rafh difturber of the public peace 
One common intereft claims from all that rule; 
Even foes fhould here concur : the fingle (late 
That fhelters one profcrib’d, muft injure all; 


For 
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For hope of an afylum ever tempts 
The mind to each excefs. Themiflocles, 

(Forgive me, haplefs friend!) is now the criminal 
That Athens feeks. Within thefe palace walls 
’Tis thought he dwells ; fhe could of right de¬ 
mand him, 

But rather afks him as a gift from'Xerxes. 

Neoc. [ ajide ..] O ! cruel embafiy ? O ! faifhlefs 
friend! 

Them, \aftde .] O ! loyal citizen ! 

Xer. We fhall not now, 

Ambaflador, explore the fecret purpofe 
That hither turn’d thy Heps, nor what our trull 
Due to the Grecian faith; but this I know. 

Not all thy ftudied artifice of fpeech 
Can hide the boldnefs of a claim like this. 

Say, what imports to me the peace of Athens ? 
Muft I be made the power fubfervient here 
To do your bidding ? Who fhall thus prefume 
To frame new leagues to bind contending foes ? 
And corn’ll thou now to give me laws or counfel ? 
The lall I little trull, the firfl I fpurn. 

Let not a Angle vidlory fwell you thus 
With tranfient pride ; for know, the fate of Greece 
Is little yet fecur’d; and know, to Athens 
The way lies open Hill for Xerxes’ arms. 

Lyf. But what imports to you Themiflocles ? 

Xer. Learn that, when Xerxes finds him in his 
power— 



THEMISTOCLES. 


9* 


ACT I.J 

Lyf. And dwells he not in Sufa ? 

Xer. Were it fo. 

Of him I hold no conference with thee. 

Lyf. My lord, yt»ur hatred of the Grecian name 
Blinds you too far, and if I now begin 
On peaceful terms- 

Xer. No more : I have forbid thee 
To fpeak of peace. 

Lyf. ’Tis true ; but yet— 

Xer. Enough: 

I know what thou would’ll fay, and have reveal’d 
To thee my thoughts at full—thou may’ll depart. 

Lyf. I go; but lince fo little weighs 
With thee the name of friend; 

Think not a boaft can win the praife, 

That mull on deeds depend. 

Foes may be felt, though lightly priz’d. 

As Alia late has tried; 

Foes, that the more they feem’d defpis’d • 
Have dangers more defied. 

[ Exit with train. 
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SCENE X. 

Xekxes, Sebastes. Themistocles and Neo- 
cles apart. Attendants. 

Xer. The Greeks, Sebafles, think Themiftocles 
Is now in Perfia—Lofe not then a moment 
To explore the truth, and eafe thy anxious mafter. 
This vidtim can alone appeafe the hatred 
That preys upon me and confumes my peace. 

Neoc. [ajideh] And yet my father flies not. 
Them. Now’s the time 
To make the trial. . 

[making his way through the guards* 
Neoc. [ajide to himd\ Heat me, O ! my father. 
Them. [before fhe throned] Great king. 

Seh. What means this frenzy? Madman, hence! 
Guards, take him from the prefence. 

Them. Human prayers 
Offend not even the Gods. 

Seh. Away! 

Xer. Not fo: 

He fhall be heard.—What would’ft thou, ftranger ? 
Speak. 

Them. I feek a ihelter here from adverfe For¬ 
tune, 

And only Jove or Xerxes can protect me. 

Xer. 
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Xer. Who art thou ? Say. 

Them. At Athens was I born. 

Xer. And dar’ft thou then, a Greek, appear 
before me ? 

Them. Yes, Xerxes, though full well I know 
that name 

Is here a crime ; but now a mighty fervice 
Abfolves in me that crime.—Themiftocles 
Thou feek’ft, and him I here conduct before thee. 

Xer. Themiftocles ? Can this be true ? 

Them. With kings 
What lips fhall utter falfehood ? 

Xer. Such high fervice 

No recompenfe can anfwer.—Where, O ! where 
Is this long-fought-for objedt of my hatred ? 
Them. He Hands before your fight. 

Xer. Where is he ? 

Them. I— 

I am Themiftocles. 

Xer. Thou! 

Them. I am he. 

Neoc. \afide.~\ Where fhall I hide me ? {Exit. 
Xer. Doft thou fear fo little 
To meet my juft refentment ? Dar’ft thou thus— 

Them. Hear me, and then determine.—See be¬ 
fore thee 


Capricious 



THEMISTOCLES. 


S0 


[act r. 


Capricious Fortune’s fport.—In me, O ! king, 
Behold that fame Themiftocles who fhook 
So late thy throne, who now reforts to thee 
For fuceour and fupport.—He knows thee mighty. 
Nor is he yet to learn a foe’s refentment 
Enkindled long againfl him; yet the hope 
To find in thee a guardian and protector _ 
Conducts him hither.—In thy virtue, king. 

He thus confides.—Behold me in thy hand, 

’Tis thine to fave me, or ’tis thine to take 
A wifh’d revenge.—If love of noble fame 
Glows in thy bread, behold an ample field 
For virtue worthy thee : fubdue thyfelf, 

And ftretch thy hand to raife a profixate foe. 

If hatred fway thee, paufe a moment yet: 

What praife to conquer unrefifiing weaknefs ? 

How ufeful to acquire a faithful friend. 

Think that thou art a king, and think that here 
Thou fee’ll: an exile who confides in thee, 

And came a willing victim to this land ; 

Refledl, and calmly then decide my fate. 

Xer. \afide7\ Ye. righteous Gods! was ever 
' known a foul 

More firm and more unfhaken ! What intrepid, 
What unexampled virtue ! Thus alone, 

Difarm’d, an enemy, to Hand before 
The face of Xerxes ! Thus in confidence— 

O ! ’tis too much— [to Them.] Tell me, Themif¬ 
tocles, 


What 
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What would’ft thou ? With my hatred make my 
glory 

Difpute the vidtory ?—O ! now at leaft 
Thou fhalt not conquer.—Let me clafp thee then 
Clofe to my breaft : whate’er thou hop’d; is thine; 
Take what thou wilt.—My treafures (hall be open’d 
[defcends from his throne and embraces Them. 

To give thee aid ; my kingdom fhall be arm’d 
For thy defence ; and from this happy hour 
Themiftocles and Xerxes are the fame. 

Them. Oking! but now my hopes appear’d excefs. 
And yet thy generous heart out-goes them all: 
What can I offer then ? My toils, my blood. 

My life ? For fuch tranfcendent grace beftow’d. 

My life, my blood, my toils were worthlefs all. 

Xer. Be thou my recompenfe ; Themiftocles 
Is Xerxes’ friend.—Yes, our contention ftill 
Shall not have and ; though here I call afide 
All hatred for my injuries of old, 

I mean with thee to wage a nobler war. 

Do thou confent, a nobler part 
Hereafter each may prove; 

Since glory now in either heart 
Has hatred chang'd to love. 

Thy former enmity forget; 

My vengeance I refign : 

Do thou fupport my regal feat, 

Thy fefety fhall be mine. [Exit attended . 
▼on. nr. h SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 

Themistocles alone . 

How oft, unftable Fortune, doit thou ihift 
Thy afpecfl thus; and vainly now would’ft tempt 
me 

To trail thy treacherous feeming.—No: too oft 
I’ve prov’d thy fmiles and frowns : thy favour ilill 
I little heed, and hold thy wrath in fcorn. 

Uncertain Fortune ne’er beguiles. 

Nor lures me with her harlot-fmiles. 

Nor warms with hope nor chills with fears. 
I know that oft in vernal bowers 
The ferpent glides amidft the flowers ; 

I know that oft in midnight hours 
We praife a liar, when nolie appears. 

\Exit-, 


SCENE XII. 

Aspasia alone . 

Where am I ? Who will now, ah!,haplefs maid,, 
Shew me my father ? Here in vain I feek him. 
Yet felf-difcover’d here but now he flood 
Before the king—fo Neocles declar’d: 

He could not be deceiv’d. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE XIII. 

Enter Roxana. 

Ah! princefs, hear, 

In pity hear me, and prated my father 
From angry Xerxes’ vengeance. 

Rox. Say’ft thou ?*—Father ? 

Afp. O ! yes'—behold in me, immortal powers ! 
The wretched daughter of Themiltocles. 

Rox. In thee ? Can this be pofiible ? 

Afp. No more 

It aught avails to keep my birth conceal’d. 

Rox. [ afide.~\ Alas ! my rival now has llronger 

charms. 

\ 

Afp. Go, generous princefs, plead, implore his 
pardon. 

Rox. Pardon for him ? Then fure thou kr.ow’ft 
not all. 

Afp. I know my father here to angry Xerxes 
Difclos’d himfelf: my brother, who in vain 
Oppos’d Jjis purpofe, fled in terror hence. 

He faw me fince, and from his trembling lips 
I heard the fatal truth. 

Rox. Now learn the reft: 

Know then— 


H % 
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SCENE XIV. 

Enter Sebastes. 

Seb. Afpafia, haften; Xerxes now 
Requires your prefence; for THemiftocIes 
Ha£ own’d you for his daughter : never yet 
The king appear’d to hear more grateful tidings. 

Rote. [ ajide .] Death to my hopes ! 

Aff. \afide7\ O Heaven !—Is then his hatred 
Rooted fo deep in Xerxes ? 

Seb. Hatred ? No : 

Themiftocles is now his only joy. 

Afp. What do I hear, Sebaftes ! ’Twas but now 
He fought his death. 

Seb. And now, with all the warmth 
A friend can feel, he clafps him to his bread; 
Calls him his life •, diredfs all eyes to him. 

And only fpeaks of his Themiftocles. 

A/p. Farewell Roxana—O ! the heart-felt rap¬ 
ture ! 

Th’ excefs of joy which now I find 
Becomes a pleafing pain; 

A joy like this my differing mind 
Might long have hop’d in vain. 


With 
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With Fortune’s fmiles my foul appears 
So rapt in blifs extreme ; 

I tremble Hill with anxious fears 

Left all fhould prove a dream. [Exit. 

SCENE XV. 

Roxana, Sebastes. 

Seb. [i aftde .] Take courage, heart, and hope, 
fince jealoufy 

Has touch’d Roxana’s breaft. 

Rox. What means, Sebaftes, 

The impatience {hewn by Xerxes now to feek 
The converfe of Afpafia ? 

Seb. What fufpicion 

His thoughts fuggeft, Sebaftes fears to fpeak. 
Rax. And wherefore ? Freely fpeak. 

Seb. To me it feems 

That Xerxes loves her: when he heard her birth, 
A fudden pleafure brighten’d in his features. 

And told the fecret workings of his heart. 

Rox. O ! no—it cannot be—’tis but a dream 
Thy fancy fhapes. 

Seb. Heaven grant it prove no other ! 

But yet ’tis ever well to fear the worft. 

Rox. Ye powers! Should this be true what 
courfe befits 


Roxana 
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Roxana then ? 

Sei. What courfe ? To feek revenge. 

What may not beauty fuch as yours achieve ? 

’Tis joy to punifh a perfidious lover. 

Rox. Revenge at firft may yield a fliort relief, 
But ne’er can recompenfe our hopes deftroy’d. 

Amidfl a thoufand hearts to choofe 
A heart in whom our hopes repofe ; 

Yet there betray’d, our peace to lofe. 

Is hire the word; of human woes. 

You befl can tell, whofe bofoms know 
The pangs from faithlefs loyers found : 

Of all afflictions felt below. 

Misfortune gives no deeper wound. [Exit. 


SCENE XVI. 

Sebastes alone. 

Heaven fmiles upon me, fince Afpalia now 
In Xerxes finds a lover, and refentment 
Has warm’d Roxana’s bread:.—The care be mine 
To cherifh love in Xerxes, and in her 
To increafe the jealous fury.—Should fhe once 
Be rous’d to wifh revenge, I then may rifk 
A deed of high import.—My numerous friends . 
With her’s united foon might make Sebaftes 
Even fear’d by Xerxes.—To the Perfian throne 

I uiay 
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I may perhaps—Who knows ?—’Tis true I own 
That hope is ever daring; but we find 
That fortune and that boldnefs oft unite. 

Though rafh was he who durfl explore 
The threatening waves unplough’d before. 
And fought to find a diftant fiiore. 

In regions long unknown : 

Yet had the failor ne’er defied 
With venturous oar the roaring tide, 

What treafures {till, in lands untried, 

Had ne’er been made our own. [Exit. 


KND OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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A C T II. SCENE I. 

A magnificent apartment dejlinedfor Themistocles. 
Vafes with gold and jewels. 

Themistocles alone. 

Behold thy fortune chang’d ! Behold thy ftatioh. 
How different now, Themiftocles ! But late 
Opprefs’d with every want; thou foughtft in vain 
The fhelter of a cottage : now poflefs’d 
Of this rich dwelling, blazing round with pomp 
Of wealth and fplendor : Thou behold’ft in heaps 
Unbounded treafures : to thy will fubjedled, 

A kingdom and a king. Upon the ftage 
Of this vain world, who knows what part may next 
Themiftocles be thine : too well I fee 
That human life, at beft, is but a tale ; 

And mine as yet unfinifh’d, 


SECNE II, 

Enter Neocles, 

Neoe. Once again 

Father belov’d, on Innocence and virtue 
The ftars propitious fhine : from every danger 
now are freed. When Athens fhall receive 
Thefe wondrous tidings, how will terror fhake 

Her 
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Her citizens ungrateful! Now begins 
Our fortune’s happy courfe : I fee it all. 

And now, with thee, I feem to reap my part 
Of wealth and honours, fhare with thee the praife 
Of palms and triumphs; pafs Alcides’ bounds. 
And conquer kings and give to kingdoms laws. 

Them. Hold, Neocles ; and trull not yet too far 
Our prefent Hate. Thy ardour now exceeds. 

As late thy fear ? When adverfe winds prevail’d. 
Thou trembledft near the port; and now they Ihew 
A moment’s favouring change, at once, my fon. 
Thou open’ll all thy canvas to the breeze. 

Ill tim’d in both. Thy confidence of foul 
Is now a fault, but then had been a virtue : 

And that dillrull, which once fo far deprefs’d thee. 
Was then a fault, but would be virtue now. 

Neoc. And what have we to fear ? 

Them. In what to trull ? 

Thefe treafures ? Thefe a moment has bellow’d, 
A moment may refume them. In the friends 
Thou law’ll me late acquire ? Thefe are not mine. 
They come with Fortune, and with her depart. 

Neoc. But royal Xerxe$’ favour will fuffice 
To make our Hate fecure. 

Them. And Xerxes’ anger. 

Suffice to be our ruin. 

Neoc. No : the king 
1$ far too wife and jull. 

litem. 
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Them. A king fo great, 

Beholds not all himfelf, too oft deceiv’d 
When wicked men befiege the royal ear; 

And wicked men abound in every clime. 

Neoc. Thy virtue Hill muft make thee rife above 
The calumny of courts. 

Them. O ! no, where each 
Attempts o’er all to make his merits thine. 

The virtue, moft admir’d, is leaft fecure. 

Neoc. What then remains ?— 

Them. Depart—The king approaches. 

Neoc. In all thy words what magic feems con¬ 
ceal’d ! 

But now I thought us blefs’d, and now I fear, 

A thoufand perils. In a few fhort moments. 

All, all to me aflumes a different form. 

Before the pleas’d fpedlator’s eyes 
Thus various forms fucceffivc rife, 

Which oft the mimic ftage fupplies, 

With every art bellow’d. 

Aprifon, dark as dreary night. 

Becomes a palace fair and light; 

And groves of verdure cheer the fight,. 

Where late the billows flow’d. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Xerxes, 

Xer. Themiftocles. 

Them. Great king. 

Xer. I ftill am bound 

To thee in grateful ties, and owe thee much. 

I promis’d recompenfe to him who brought 
Themiftocles to Perfia. I have now 
My utmoft wifh, and with impatience come 
To make my promife good. 

Them. So many gifts 
Already lavifh’d—fhall not thefe fuffice ? 

Xer. No, every recompenfe too little feems 
For fuch a friend obtain’d, as fwells my heart 
With generous pride. 

Them. And means- 

Xer. I mean to amend 
The injuries of Fortune, and to raife thee 
Jn her defpite. Miuntes, Lampfacus, 

The city, wafh’d by fair Meander’s ftream. 

Are from this inftant thine : hereafter Xerxes 
Will give more fhining proofs to mark the love. 
With which he juftly honours thy deferts. 


2 


Them. 
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Them. O ! fir, be moderate; ufe not thus your 
triumph. 

Nor call my blufhes forth: what have I done 
That thus from you may claim- 

Xer. What haft thou done ? 

And doft thou think it little to confide 
In Xerxes’ generous faith ? To intruft with him 
A life like thine ? To open him a field, 

Will make his name immortal ? To reftore 
To Perfia’s kingdom in Themiftocles, 

In him alone, whate’er before was loft. 

Them. Reflect, from me, what ruin, blood- 

Xer. The glory 

To honour thus the virtue of my foe, 
Compenfates all: the firft was Fortune’s work. 
And Fortune’s blame—this glory is my own. 

Them. O ! generous fentiments! that well befit 
The fubftitute of Jove. Oh ! happy land. 

To fuch a king fubje&ed. 

Xer. Hear me further. 

I mean to follow now the grateful conteft 
Of mutual friendfhip. To my power thy life 
Thou haft intruded ; to thy valour I 
Intruft my power. Thou fhalt be fovereign 
leader 

Of Perfia’s armies : come, and take before 
The aflembled troops, the enfign of command,. 
Thou firft fhalt hence to punifh the prefumption 
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Of reftlefs Egypt. Greater deeds we then 
May hope to achieve : with thee, Themiltocles, 
I trull to triumph o’er the world in arms. 

Them. And will my generous king fo far—— 
Xer. Away, 

Prepare for other triumphs. Let thy deeds 
Speak what thou mean’ll to fay. 

Them. Benignant Powers ! 

Preferve for me a prince fo like yourfelves, 

O ! let me flill remember all his goodnefs, 

For Xerxes triumph or for Xerxes die. 

I feem to hear, with loud alarms. 

The trumpet’s wakening breath. 

That calls me forth for thee in arms 
To encounter fields of death. 

Undaunted let me meet my fate. 

And view, with fearlefs eye. 

My tomb prepar’d, but ne’er ingrate 
To thee, my king, I’ll die. 

SCENE IV. 

Xerxes alone . 

’Tis ever true: a regal diadem 
Is heavy to fupport, and with it brings 
A thoufand troubles; but the power it gives 
To recompenfe the good, fet virtue free 


From 
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From the blind empire of capricious Chance ; 

To make the worthy happy ; is a privilege 
Atones for all, and opens to the foul 
The pureft joys of frail humanity ; 

And (if a mortal boaft may thus prefume) 

Can make a monarch equal to a God. 

Such have I prov’d it, fince the day in which 
I gain’d Themiftocles ? It now imports me 
To make this gain fecure. I mean to raife 
Afpafia to the throne : her birth, her virtue, 

Her beauty well deferve it. In my empire 
Themiftocles will then afiert the rights 
Of all his future offspring, whilft the ties 
Of blood {hall make our mutual love increafe. 

Yet would I firft confult Afpafia’s heart: 

Already, at my will, Sebaftes goes 
To found her fecret purpofe. But as yet, 

I fee him not return—perchance he’s here, 

O ! Heavens !—It is Roxana !——let me now 
Avoid her prefence, \g om g* 

SCENE V. 

Enter Roxana. 

Rox. Whither goes my lord ? 

Do you then fly me ! 

Xer. No! but other cares 
Of high concernment call me now away. 

Roxt 
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Rox. And yet amongft thofe cares Roxana once. 
Has borne a part. 

Xer. But now they claim me wholly. 

Rox. ’Tis true, and well I underftand thee, 
Xerxes. 

I fee how far Themiftocles mull now 

Employ thy thoughts; and jull it feems, a guefl 

So noble fhould engrofs the heart of Xerxes. 

Thy mind (nor ftrange I deem it) is perplex’d 
Iretween the father’s merits and- 

Xer. No'more— 

Princefs, farewell. \s om S' 

Rox. Yet, hear me, cruel man ! 

Xer. \afide\ She mud be undeceiv’d, [to- her\ 
——attend Roxana; , 

’Tis time I fhould to thee difclofe my thoughts. 
Know then—*— i 


SCENE VI. 

Enter Sebastes. 

Set. My lord, the Ambaflador from Greece 
Once more demands an audience. 

Xer. Wherefore, fay ? 

Then is he not departed ? 

Set. No, he learns 
That here Themiftocles refides in Sufa, 

And 
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And means to make large offers to obtain him. 

Xer . O ! ’tis too much ; he trifles with my pa¬ 
tience : 

I will not hear him—charge him to depart. 

Nor dare to difobey me. [Seb. going. 

Rox. [ afide.~\ This refentment, 

Alas ! proceeds from love. 

Xer. Yet hear, Sebaftes; 

Fve better thought—Go, bring him to our pre¬ 
fence, 

HI punifh his prefumption. [Exit Seb. 

Rox. Speak at length 
Your fecret purpofe. 

Xer. Tis no longer time. [ & om £- 

Rox. You promife, Xerxes, firft to tell me all, 
Then, cruel man ! you anfwer not, but leave me. 


Xer. Alas ! when fpeechlefs I depart, 
Could’ft thou, Roxana, read my heart. 

My thoughts would then unfolded lie. 

For oft we feem but to conceal 
Thofe truths which looks too well reveal. 
When filence only makes reply. [Exit. 

Rox. In vain, alas! I would deceive myfelf. 
Afpafia triumphs—but behold (he comes. 

The haughty fair-one. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Etiler Aspasia. 

[looking at Afp. *vith attention .] Where’s the 

mighty charm 

That thus in her my Xerxes fo adores ? 

Afp. At length, Roxana, all your doubts are 
ended. 

Rox. \afnle , looking at herf\ I cannot find a caufe 
for chains fo binding. 

Afp. What doll thou ■?—Wherefore gaze in 
filence on me ? 

Rox. I feek the wonders of that face, 

Thofe powerful eyes, and every grace, 

That rifk a king’s repofe. 

A lover whom fuch charms aflail, 

AJult find excufe if e’er he fail 

In faith of former vows. [Exit. 

Afp. What harfh reproaches! Tyrant Jealoufy, 
How doft thou torture hearts ! I too, O Heaven ! 
Have prov’d no lefs for my Lyfimachus. 


vot. nr. 2 SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

Enter Lysimachus. 

Lyf [entering .] O! let me for a moment but 
behold her, 

And then—[ feeing heri] But fure I dream !—It 
is my love! 

Afp. [to herfelf, not feeing him.'] He furely 
knows I live; for public fame 
Mull widely fpread the chance—Alas ! he glows 
With other flames than mine—ungrateful man ! 
And yet I cannot fhake him from my thoughts ; 
But hence—it fhall be fo—thefe ties diflolv’d— 

[going. 

Lyf Hear me, my life ! 

Afp. [turning.] Who calls me thus his life ? 

[ feeing him.] O Heavens ! 

Lyf. Thy own, thy true Lyfimaciius ; 

Yes, fair Afpafia, once again my fate 
Has brought me to mylov’d-one’s fight. 

Afp. Afpafia ? 

I am no longer fhe—Afpafia’s dead. 

Lyf So fame, I know, declar’d ; but well I 
know 

The tale was falfe ; I know how Heaven preferv’d 
thee. 
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Aft. Then add to this, what yet thou haft not 
learn’d. 

And further know—for thee I live no more. 

Lyf. Ah ! wherefore thus transfix my bleeding 
heart ? 

Aft. So true a lover and fo firm a friend 
Muft merit fure from me a tender greeting. 

And haft thou dar’d, ingrate ! my father’s foe. 

To meet Afpafia now and fpeak of love ? 

Lyf. Thy father’s foe ? Alas ! thou little know’ll 
The conflict that I feel.—A facred duty 
Compels me to obey my country’s mandates; 
While every moment, in my tortur’d breaft. 

The lover with the citizen contends. 

Aft. Thou muft relinquilh one. 

Lyf. Ah ! one I cannot, 

And one I ought not.—Every hour I ftrive. 

With agonizing pangs, againft my peace. 

And feek to gain what, gain’d, muft make me 
wretched. 

Aft.~ The Heavens be prais’d! thou yet haft 
nothing gain’d. 

Lyf. Alas! Afpafia, I have gain’d too much. 
Forgive me, O ! ye guardian Gods of Athens 1 
If to her griefs I pay this tender figh. 

Aft. I tremble—fpeak—fay, what haft thou 
obtain’d ? 

Lyf The king gives up Themillocles to Greece, 

i2 Aft. 



116 


THEMISTOCLES. 


[ACT II. 


Afp. Wretched Afpafia! 

Lyf. Even this very hour 
He plights his word to fend him hence. 

Afp. O Heavens! 

\afide^\ Ah ! Xerxes thus will punifh my refufal. 
[to Lyf.] Lyfimachus, have pity ! Thou alone 
Canft fave my father. 

Lyf O ! what power is mine ? 

Perl taps already may the king expecft me, 

Where now the people and the troops are met. 
Before them all he means to render up 
The victim to my hands.—O ! think what power 
Can reft with me. 

Afp. All, if thou wilt, is thine : 

Confent that by a fecret flight-— 

Lyf. Afpafia, 

What would’ft thou aflc ? 

Afp. I from a lover aflc 
A certain proof of love : thou canft not fure 
Reject my prayer. 

Lyf. Alas! before I lov’d 
My duty was prefcrib’d by other laws, 

A citizen of Athens. 

Afp. Does the name 
Of citizen compel thee to purfue 
•A guiltlefs exile ? 

Lyf. O ! I feek it not: 


I but 
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I but fulfil my duty. 

Afp. Be it fo : 

We have our feveral duties—this is mine. 
Farewell for ever! [_S°^ n S‘ 

Lyf. Whither, whither goeft thou ? 

Afp. I go to Xerxes’ arms, 

Lyf. What fays Afpafia ? 

Afp. Yes, Xerxes loves me, and to affifl a father 
All nature pleads within me,—Ere I lov’d 
My duty was prefcrib’d by other laws, 

The daughter of Themiflocles. 

Lyf. Yet hear me. 

Give not the world, Afpafia, this example 
Of broken faith. 

Afp. I follow where thou lead’d, 

And but fulfil my duty. 

Lyf. Does the ftruggle 
So little coft thee ? 

Afp. Little cofi; ? Then learn 
To thy confufion, ’tis to punifh me 
That Xerxes gives my father: but even now 
He fent to offer me his hand and throne ; 

And fhe, to whom it little cofts to leave thee, 
Has, for thy fake, refus’d the Perfian throne. 

Lyf. What fay’ft thou, O ! my love ? 

Afp. Nor is this all. 

Hear, cruel man ! thou know’ft I’ve many a caufe. 

And 
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And yet I cannot hate thee : now reduc’d 
To this extreme, to part from thee for ever, 

1 feel my heart divided from my bread. 

I fhould conceal my weaknefs—but in vain, 

In vain I drive—Behold, ungrateful man ! 

In fpite of all, my tears will dnd a way. 

Lyf Ah ! weep not thus—I yield—What have 
I faid ? 

Farewell, my life, farewell!. 

Afj>. And whither goed thou ? 

Lyf. I fly from trials which my virtue fears. 
Afp. If any fpark of pity yet remain— 

Lyf. No njore—I dare not trud my wavering 
duty. 


What magic power the fair attends. 

Who, lod in grief appears; 

What then the derned heart defends 
From lovely eyes in tears ? 

I fly, my love,, an exile hence; 

If dill with thee I day, 

No more my virtue makes defence, 

Nor Athens I obey. \Exii. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Aspasia alone. 

Then all my hope that now remains, is this. 

To give my hand to Xerxes.—O ! Afpafia, 

What grief, ye Powers ! what cruel fate is thine. 

The heart that gentle love retains, 

Muft mourn when doom’d with other chains 
Of tyrant bondage to comply. 

Life is not life in fuch a Hate, 

Compell’d to yield to vows we hate, 

And pity, where we love, deny. [Exit. 

SCENE X. 

A magnificent pavilion, open on all fides ; a throne 
on the right hand adorned with military enfigns. 
View of a vafi plain, with the Perfian army 
drawn up. 

Xerxes, Sebastes. A train of Satraps, Guards 
and People. 

Xer. Sebaftes, is it true ? Does then Afpafia 
Reject my profterr’d nuptials ? 

Seh.. Every beauty 

Is coy when firfl: we woo : perhaps in fecret 

Afpafia 
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Alpalia may have felt an equal paffton. 

But blulhes to confefs; and only Waits 
A father’s fandtion to declare her love. 

Xer. That fandtion foon-- 

Seb. Behold the illuftrious exile ; 

And with him comes the ambaflador of Athens. 

Xer . Sebaftes, fee that now to me be brought 
The enfign of command. 

[Xerxes afcends the throne, Seb. ftands next him, 
and one of the Satraps brings the Jlajf of mili¬ 
tary command, •with which he ftands near the 
throne. 


SCENE XI. 

Entef Themistocles with Lysimachus.— Lr~ 
simachus, as he advances, /peaks to Themis¬ 
tocles, not heard by Xerxes. 

Lyf. Alas ! my friend, 

To what a cruel talk has Heaven affign’d me ! 
How rpuft I blulh- 

Them. And wherefore lhould’11 thou blulh ? 
Themiftocles can judge between the friend. 

And citizen" of Athens*: well he knows 
Our country is the Deity, to which 
Mull all be facrific’d.—Were l as you, 
Themiftocles had been Lyfimachus. 

Xer. 
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Xer. Draw near. Themiftocles: See here af- 
fembled 

The bravell, chofen troops of Perfia’s hoft: 

To thefe feledted warriors only wants , 

A general worthy them : that charge be thine. 
Take this, and with this enfign I eledt thee 
Their chief and leader.—In my Head, difpenfe 
Rewards and punilhments.—Go, fight and con¬ 
quer : 

To thee I trail my fame and Perfia’s fate. 

Lyf. \aftde. ] The king has then deceiv’d me, 
or Afpafia 

Has found the means to appeafe him. 

Them. [ receiving the Mighty king! 

Confiding in your goodnefs I accept 
The weight of this high charge, and here I fwear 
Eternal faith.—The Gods decree that Fortune 
For thee may ever combat on my fide ! 

Or Ihould the liars forebode difallrous chance, 
Themiftocles be doom’d, and he alone. 

To meet their anger: let the fquadrons conquer, 
And let him perilh !•—So may Xerxes fee. 
Return’d with laurel, not with cyprefs wreaths, 
Amidft his conquering bands their leader flain. 

Lyf. Is this the way, O ! Xerxes, that to Athens 
You give Themiftocles ? 

Xer. I only fwore 

To fend him back to Greece.—Then hear if now 

I fhall 
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I fhall fulfil my promife —.—-[to Them.] Valiant 
chief! 

At length I mean to punifh this prefumption. 
Another may conduct our arms in Egypt: 

Be thou my fcourge in Greece.—Go, burn, de- 
flroy, 

Spread defolation ; heap our galling chains 
On Sparta, Corinth, Argos, Thebes and Athens. 
Them. [ajide.^ Now am I loft ! 

Lyf. And was I call’d- 

Xer. Go, bear 

Thefe glorious tidings to thy countrymen; 

Say how their exile will revifit Greece, 

And what companions on his fteps attend. 

Lyf. [aftde.~\ O! my unhappy country! falfe 
Afpafia ! [Exit with Greeks. 


SCENE XII. 

Xerxes, Themistocles, Sebastes. 

Them. [afided\ Themiftocles a traitor ! 

Xer. What employs 
Our general’s thoughts ? 

Them. Ah 1 change, my king, your purpofe ; 
For many nations yet are unfubdued. 

Xer. If firft I trample not on hoftile Greece, 
The conquer’d world can give me little pride. 

Them. 
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Them. Reflect again— 

Xer. Already ’tis determin’d ; 

And He who dares oppofe this enterprife 
Encounters my refentment. 

Them, Then eledl 
Some other leader.' 

Xer. Wherefore ? 

Them. At the feet 

Of Xerxes I lay down this honour’d enfign 
Of Perfia’s high command. 

[lays down the faff at the foot of the throne . 

Xer. What can this mean ? 

% 

Them. And would’ft thou have Themiftocles a 
rebel 

To o’erturn his native walls ?—Misfortune never 
Can change me thus. 

Seb. [afdeb] What unexampled daring ! 

Xer. Not Athens now, this palace is thy coun¬ 
try : 

The firft profcribes thee and purfues tljy life, 

The lafl receives, defends and gives thee being. 

Them. Whoe’er defends me, I was born at 
Athens, 

And ’tis by nature’s inftindl that we cherifh 
Our dear paternal feats.—In foreft glooms 
' The favage beads will love their native caves. 

Xer. 
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Xer. [ afide .] I burn with rage ——[to him .] 
Then Athens ftill remains 
The miftrefs of thy heart ? But what in her 
Can fiill Themiftocles fo highly prize ? 

Them. All, fovereign lord! the allies of our 
fathers. 

The facred laws, the tutelary Gods, 

The language, manners, my repeated toils 
For her endur’d; the honours heap’d upon me ; 
The very air, the trees, the foil and walls. 

Xer. Ingrate ! and doft thou thus before my 
face \_defcends from his throne. 

Thus proudly boafl a love fo hateful to me ? 

Them. I Hill am—Xerxes— 

Xer: Thou art hill my foe : 

In vain, with benefits conferr’d, I ftrove— 

Them. Thefe in my heart for ever fix’d remain 
In charadlers indelible.— : Let Xerxes 
Point out his other foes: for him my blood 
Shall freely flow ; but if he ftill*would hope 
To employ my courage for my country’s ruin. 
With rebel arms, then Xerxes is deceiv’d : 

For her I’ve ever liv’d, for her will die. 

Xer. No more—reflect—refolve—thou canft 
not live 

The guard of Athens and the friend of Xerxes. 

•—Choofe as thou wilt. 


Them. 
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Them. Thou know’ll my choice. 

Xer. Remember: 

This moment feals thy fate. 

Them. Too well I know it. 

1 

Xer. Thou anger’ll him whofe power can make 
thee wretched. 

Them. But not a rebel. 

Xer. ’Tis to me, thy life 
By me prefer v’a, is due. 

Them. But not my honour. 

Xer. Greece hates Themillocles. 

Them. But Greece I love. 

Xer. [afide.~\ Ye Gods! what infolence !—[to 
him.~\ Is Xerxes thus 
By thee rewarded ? 

Them. I was born at Athens. 

Xer. [_ajjded\ I can no longer hold—Guards! 
from our prefence 

Remove the ingrate for future punilhment: 

We yet may fee that dauntlefs courage tremble. 
Them. Where guilt is not, there never harbours 
fear. 

Thefe placid features, midlt my chains, 

Shall Hill unmov’d appear; 

’Tis guilt alone, not threaten’d pains, 

Can mark this cheek with fear. 


If 
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If truth the name of guilt can wear, 

I juftly yield my breath ; 

While, fuffering for a crime fo fair, 

I triumph in my death. [Exit guarded. 


SCENE XIII. 

Enter Roxana. 

Rox. I fcarcely, Xerxes, can believe— 

Xer. Ah ! princefs. 

Whoe’er could have believ’d it ? In my palace. 
Before the world Themiftocles infults me. 

He worfhips Athens ftill; he boafts for her 
His faith unfhaken ; for her fake, with fcorn 
Foregoes the friendfhip and the gifts of Xerxes. 

Rox. [afide.~\ My hopes revive —[to Xer.] Who 
knows ? Perhaps the daughter 
May change his will. 

Xer. The daughter and the father 
Alike to me are foes.—Yes, every Greek, 

By natural inftinii, bears to Xerxes hatred t 
I will on both have vengeance. 

Rox. [ aftde .] Happy change ! 

[to Xer.] All have not, fir, the heart of your 
Roxana. 

Xer. I know it well, and blufh at what is paft. 

Rox. Ajnd yet I fear that if again Afpafia 

6 Should 
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Should now return- 

Xer. Afpafia ? O ! fhe dares not 
So far prefume. 

SCENE XIV. 

Enter Aspasia. 

Afp. Have pity, gracious lord ! 

Rox. [to Xer.] See if fhe dares fo far.-but 

liften not 

To her feducing words. 

Xer. Yes, let us hear 
What fhe would urge. 

Afp. O ! Xerxes, fave my father; 

Give him an offering to your noble nature. 

And give him to my tears. 

Xer. [, aftde .] Enchanting forrow! 

Rox. [« afide. ] I fear the trial now. 

Xer. And art thou come 

To implore my pardon ? Thou, who feem’ft o’et 
all, 

To fcorn my bounty. 

Afp. No ! you are deceiv’d. 

Shame prompted my refufal. Should you now 
Ileltore my father, modefty would find 

A fpecious veil to hide a maiden’s blufhes,- 

My heart might then be yours. 

Rox. 
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Rox. [aftde.~\ O ! patience. Heaven! 

Xer. And (hall I then forgive the ingrate, who 
loves 

My deadlieft foe ? 

Afp. O ! no !—*tis lefs I alk ! 

Sufpend your anger-1 perhaps may bend 

His will to yours.—Can you deny me this ? 

Oh ! I was born unhappy ! Ne’er till now 
The wretched went from Xerxes unreliev’d : 

I am the firfl to prove his cruelty— 

Alas ! it cannot be,—I’ll ne’er believe it. 

You do but feign a rigour not your own; 

And, while you pity, only feem fevere. 

O ! mighty king ! indulge your generous heart. 
Yield to its feelings, to Afpafia’s hopes. 

Or fee her with Themiftocles expire. 

Xer. Afpafia, rife— \afided\ What power en¬ 
chants me thus ! 

Rox. [ ajtde.~\ Again am I deluded. 

Xer. Let thy father 
Obey my will, I pardon all the paft. 

Say, that on him his fate depends, 

Whate’er his choice may guide, 

Say that my arm the bolt fufpends. 

But lays not yet alide. 


Then 
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Then let him merit to obtain 
The pardon I beftow; 

For anger flay’d, when rais’d again, 
Will give the weightier blow. 


[Exit. 


SCENE XV. 

Enter Roxana, Aspasia, Sebastes. 

Box. [ajide^] I feel iny fpirits fink. 

Afp. Forgive, Roxana, 

The duty that compels-■ ■ ■■ 

Rox. Go, haughty maid, 

Avoid Roxana’s prefence. Thou haft conquer’d: 
I fee, I own it all—I yield him to thee. 

What would’ft thou further ? Seek’ft thou greater 
triumph ? 

This infult is too much !—I’ll bear no more. 

AJp. Thine-anger patient I fuftain, 

I pity thy diftrefs ; 

Thou canft not fee my inward pain, 

What griefs my heart opprefs. 

Ah ! who fhall tell, fince none can view 
The thoughts. I oply know. 

If envy for, my blifs is due, 

Or pity for my woe. 


vol. m. 


K 


[Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XVI. 

Roxana,. Sebastes. 

Seb. [qfideS] This anger may avail me. 

Rox. Oh! Sebaftes, 

Could I revenge myfelf for Xerxes’ falfehood-— 
Seb. The means are ready. If my faithful 
friends 

But join with yours, your vengeance is fecur’d, 
And Perfia’s fceptre is at our difpofal. 

Rox. What friends haft thou to offer me. 

Seb. The bands 

Of numerous malecontents, in Perfia rais’d, 

On me depend : Orontes is their leader. 

By me ele6ted, and at my command : 

Perufe this paper late from him receiv’d. 

J [gives a paper. 

Rox. Go, friend ; await me now in my apart¬ 
ment, 

I’ll join thee foon. ’Twere dangerous here with thee 
To hold fuch converfe. 

Seb. May I then prefume 
To hope- 

Rox. Away.—-Fear not, I will be grateful: 

I owe thee much and well I know thou lov’ft me. 

Seb. [i afide .] At length my hopes have found a 
happy hour. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 

Roxana, alone. 

And canft thou, O ! Roxana, then refolvc 
To crufh the man whom late thy foul ador’d ? 
Yes, let him fall—the ingrate contemns my love. 
And he fhall pay the forfeit to my wrongs : 

O ! I could fee him to a thoufand foes 
Expos’d, and fee him with a tearlefs eye ; 

Would at his late ft hour-O 1 Heaven, I boaft 

Of anger, while my trembling heart belies me. 

The bofom now with anger burns 
To punifh an ingrate : 

But foon to love our anger turns, 

And foftens at his fete. 

We feek revenge on him who pain’d 
The fond believing breaft; 

But when we find it near attain’d, 

The vengeance we deteft, 

[Exit, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT' III. SCENE I. 

An apartment where Themistocles is confined. 
’Themistocles 'alone. ^ * Ij 

i U’ 

O !Athens ! O ! my country ! facredname 
To me fq. fatal. Sweet till now it feem’d 
For thee to bend my cares, for thee to filed 
My deareft bipod. Wiftl patience I endur’d 
Thy harlh decrees: amidft my woes reftgn’d, 

I rov’d from Ihore tp Ihore ; but to preferve' 

My faith to thee, I find myfelf compell’d 
To appear ingrate.; and to a Icing fo generous, 
Who, powerful and incens’d, forgets the claims 
Of pall refentment; clafps me to his bread:; 
Heaps honours on me ; and to me in trulls 
His dignity and empire. Pardon, Athens, 

This is too much. Thou Hill lhalt be the God 
Of all my thoughts, as thou haft ever been ; 

But now I feel, and firft begin to feel 
How dear my duty colls me. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Se,bastes. 

•Seh. Xerxes fends 

By me, Themiftocles, and wills to know 
At once thy final choice : he trulls to find thee 

Repentant 
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Repentant of thine efrot: this he hopes 
And faysj he never can fo far believe 
Themiftocles ungrateful. 

Them. Never, nOvtf 

Shall fuch reproach be mine j this witriefs, Heaven! 
That fees my heart,—04 Could my J&igfca w£ll 
There read Themiftocles.—Conduct nae, friend, j. 
Condudl me to him. 

Seh. ’Tis not now pdrfnittfed. 

Firft on the facred altar come prepar’d. 

To fwear eternal enmity to Greece, 

Or hope no more to view the face of Xerxes. 

Them. And muft i, at no other price, ; obtain 
To fee my benefactor ? 

Seb. No.—fwear this, 

And thou art Xerxes’ friend; but this refus’d, 

I tremble for thy fate : in this thou know’ft 
The king implacable. 

Them. [aftde '.] Then muft I prove 
A rebel to my country, or be ftain’d, 

With bafe ingratitude ? Before the world 
Might I not plead my love, my fpth.to Xerxes, 
Or dying own his benefits conferred? 

[thoughtful. 

Seb. Refolve. 

Them. [ afide .] tt fh'all b§ fo—let 
This cruel labyrinth; 7 and be the meanfc 
Worthy Themiftocles. \jo Seb .] Go ftoW, prepkfe 

The 
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The altar, beverage and the facred vafe, 

Whate’er the oath requires—my choice is made; 
I follow thee. 

Seb. With fpeed I bearto Xerxes 
The gladfome tidings. 

'Them. Hear me.—Say, is yet 
Lyfimathus departed ? 

Seb. From the port 
His anchors now are loos’d. 

Them. O ! hade, detain him; 

Let him be prefent at the folemn rite : 

Sebades, bear my wifhes to the king. 

Sek It (hall be fo. Thou now may’ll rule at 
will 

The heart of Xerxes. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Themistocles alone. 

Be my life’s lad hour 

With fplendor clos’d; and, like a dying torch. 
Quench’d in a blaze.-—Ho] guards, call hither 
to me 

Nepcks and Afpalia.—Let me think— 

What is this death ? Is it a good ? We then 
Should hade to welcome it.-—Is it an evil ? 

We then (hould (horten our expedience of it: 

The greater evil.—He deferves not life 


Who 
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Who rates his fame beneath it.—Life is ftill 
The privilege of every mortal born. 

But fame th’ exclufive privilege, the treafure 
Of noble minds.—The vile may fear his death. 
Who, loft to others, to himfelf unknown. 

Died at his birth, and with him carries all 
Unnotic’d to the tomb.—-He dauntlefs yields 
His lateft breath, who can, without a blufli, 
View how he liv’d, and viewing, calmly die. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Neocx.es and Aspasia, 

Neoc. My deareft father. 

Afp. O ! my much-lov’d lord. 

Neoc. Is it then true, that you will choofe a life 
Of gratitude to Xerxes ? 

Afp. Is it true 

That you at length have yielded to companion 
For us and for yourfelf ? 

Them. Be filent both, 

And calmly hear me—Know ye well the obedience 
A father’s will requires ? 

Neoc. That law is facred. 

Afp. A tie that nothing can diflolve. 

Them. ’Tis well. 

I charge you to conceal what I impart 


Till 
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Till all I have determin’d V#ith-myfelf 
Shall be mature. 

Neoc. His promife Neocles 

Moll firmly plights. 

Afp. To this Afpafia fwears. 

[act tit. 

Them. Sit then; and give me each 

a proof of 

course 

■ 

In liftenjng.to my words. 

1-1 

• 

Neoc. [afide.~\ I freeze with terror! 

[fits. 

Afp. [afide.~\ Alas! I tremble. 

Them. Hear me, O ! my children. 

[fits. 


’Tis the laft time we e’er fhall fpeak together : 
Till now I’ve liv’d with glory; if my life - 
Be flill prolong’d, I lofe perhaps the. fruit 
Of every toil—Themiftocles mull die. 

Afp. What fays my father ? 

Neoc. O !, what thoughts are thefe ? 

Theih. The noble Xerxes is my liberal patron, 
My country, Greece : to .him my gratitude. 

To her I owe my truth.—Each duty now 
Oppofes each : if either L infringe. 

Rebellion or ingratitude mull itain 
Your father’s name : by death I may avoid 
The dread alternative.—With me I carry 
A potent friendly poifon- 

Afp. O ! my father. 

Have you not given but now your word to Xerxes 

To 
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To meet him at the altar ? 

Them. In his prefenbe 
The deed muft be completed. 

Neoc. But Sebaffe's 

Affirm’d, that at the altar you would take 
A folemn oath- 

r ( - ' 

Them. I know he fo believes : 

This fuits my purpofe well;, with fuch a. hope 
Xerxes prepares to hear me-,—I. would, jyifh 
All Perfia to behold the glorious cleed 
Would call, .to every thought my bre'a$ pop^fc 
To all,I.feel for ^.thefps and for Xerxes ? 

As judge and witnefs, a recording world. 

Neoc.- [ afide ..] O l wretched, wretched we ! 
Afp. Undone Afpafia ! [they 'weep . 

Them. Ah! children, whence this weaknefs ? 
Hide from me 

Such unavailing grief, nor make me blufh 
That I’m your father.—You indeed might weep 
If e’er Themiftocles had Fear’d to die. 

Afp. When you are dead, ah! whither {hall/ 
we fly ? . 

Neoc. What then remains for us ? 

Them. For you remain 
The love of virtue, the, defire of glory, 

The guardian care of Heaven and my example. 

Afp. Alas! my father. 

1 


Them. 
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Them. Hear me: I muft leave you. 

Alone and orphans, in a foreign land, 

Anpdfl: your foes, without the due fupport 
That nature claims; and little yet experienc’d 
In all the fickle turns of human life. 

And hence (I well forefee) you both mull fuffer. 
And fuffer much; but ever bear in mind 
You are the children of Themiftocles : 

Let this fuffice; and may your deeds proclaim you 
In every trial worthy of the name. 

Let the firfi: objects of your thought be honour, 
Your country, and that duty which the Gods 
Have call’d you to fulfil; and know the mind 
In every Hate can make itfelf illuftrioUs, 

And Hill employ the choice!! gifts of Heaven, 

To grace no lefs the cottage than the throne. 

Sink not beneath the weight of adverfe fortune: 
Evils too great to bear wili never lafl. 

And evils we can bear, may be fubdued. 

Lyt virtue urge you Hill to deeds of praife. 

And not the recompenfe.—Abhor the guilt. 

And not the punifhment; and if your fate 
Should e’er impel you to an a& unworthy. 

One way remains—and learn that way from me. 

[rifes. 

Neoc. O ! do not leave us yet. [rifes. 

Afp. My deareft father ! 

And fhall I never, never fee you more ? 

Them, 
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Them. Here break we off—nor vainly thus pro¬ 
long 

Thefe laft adieus.—“It is too much, my children. 
Too much for feeble nature—our affections 
Too far will weaken—I—I am a father. 

And O ! I feel—farewell my deareft children! 

[embrace. 

Ah ! ceafe thefe unavailing tears. 

Nor think that now to death I go : 

I go to triumph o’er the flars, 

And every ill that mortals know. 

I go to crown my laft of days 

With added wreaths of virtuous fpoils; 

I go to enfure, with endlefs praife, , 

The fruit of all my former toils. [Exit. 


SCENE V. 
Aspasia, Neocles. 

Afp. O! Neocles. 

Neoc. Afpafia. 

Aff>. O ! my brother! 

Neoc. What dreadful ftroke is this ! 

Afp. O ! moft unhappy ! 

And whither lhall we go ? 

Neoc. To prove us worthy 

6 


Of 
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Of fuck a father, '[firmly l] Let tis hence, my 
After, 

Add fife, intrepid fee, Thfcftrifefctfes : 

Thus triurriph o’er hlmfelf.—Our noble bearing 
Will make his death rrtole pleafing.*' 

Afp- Let us go : 

—Alas ! I cannot—ftill my trembling feet— [ fits. 

Neoc. And will you thus difgrace the birth you 
boaft ? 


Afp. And can your conftancy fupport the fight? 
Neoc. What I may want his virtue fhall fupply. 

While from his features, pale in death. 

The beams of virtue fhine. 

The courage in his lateft breath 
Shall give new force to mine. 

A father calls me hence to (how 
A fon’s -undaunted bre&ft; 

To obey a father’s call I go, 

And leave to Fate the reft. \Exit. 


SCENE VI. 

Aspasia alone. 

Then {hall my brdther bear a firmer blind 
Than I, alas ! can boaft ?—Does not the blood 
His father gave him vt r arm Afpafia’s veins ?,, 

Like his my birth was fromtThemiftocles. 

Yes, 
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Yes, we will pay him every pious duty: 

And let him, when he breathes his laft, repofe 
On this fad bread, while on his clay-cold hand 
An orphan daughter prints the farewell l^ifs, 

And clofes with her hand his dying eyes. 

—O Heaven! what cruel image !-Ah ! what 

chillnefs 

Through every fibre creeps—I fain would go, 

And yet I Hill remain—I freeze with horror. 

And glow with fear and ihame : at once I’m urg’d. 
At once repuls’d—I lofe the time in tears, 

Refolve on nothing, while my father’s loft. 


While honour bids me hence remove 
My trembling feet detain me here ; 

And ftill diftrefsful change I prove, 

By courage rais’d, deprefs’d by fear. 

Ye Gods ! from this unhappy bread 
Bid wearied life at length depart: 

Enough, alas ! by woes deprefs’d, 

That long have rent my bleeding heart. 

[&»/. 


SCENE VII. 

Xerxes dime. 

Where is my general ? Where Themiftocles ? 
Let him no longer keep from his embrace 
A king that loves him. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

Enter Roxana with a paper. 

Rox. Xerxes, I am come 
In fearch of thee. 

Xer. \afide7\ Unfortunate encounter! 

Rox. Hear me ; and let this hearing be4he laft. 
Xer. Full well I know, Roxana, that your anger 
Is kindled now again!! me : well I know 
You threaten me with vengeance. 

Rox. ’Tis mod true, 

I would revenge—I am indeed the offended : 
Then learn my vengeance. Xerxes, know thy life 
And fceptre are in danger. In this paper 
Read all the black defign: prevent the treafon, 
Preferve thyfelf—farewell. \_g om g- 

r Xer. Yet hear me, princefs : 

At leaft permit me for this generous gift— 

Rox. Let this fuffice—Roxana is reveng’d. 

What fweet revenge the generous mind 
Will ever prove, a wrong defign’d 
With friendfhip to repay ? 

This fhall Roxana’s heart reflore 
To every joy it knew before. 

And all her pangs "allay. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Xerxes alone. 

This paper to Sebaftes is confign’d, 

And written by Orontes.—Let us. now— [reads. 
O Heaven ! what impious treachery ! Sebaftes 
Is then the fecret author of the tumults 
In Egypt rais’d; while ever at my fide. 

With well-diflembled zeal—Behold him here ; 
And dares the traitor now appear before me ? 

SCENE X. 

Enter Sebastes. 

Seb. At length I come, O Xerxes, to requeft 
A recompenfe for all my truth and toils. 

Xer. So great indeed, Sebaftes, are thy merits 
Thou well may’ll hope for every thing from Xerxes. 
What would’ft thou ? Speak. 

Seb. Themiftocles departs 
To conquer Athens: but for Egypt’s bands 
No chief as yet is nam’d : of thefe I alk 
From Xerxes the command. 

Xer. Would’ft thou no more ? 

Seb. Sebaftes only feeks to give to Xerxes 
Proofs of his zeal. 

Xer. 
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Xer. Already have I many. 

This talk is worthy thee : but know’ft thou well 
The foil of Egypt ? 

Seb. All her mountains, rivers. 

Her forefts, ways, defiles; I could defcribe 
Her very rocks. 

Xer , All this will not fuffice 
It much imports to know the names of thofe 
By whom the tumults have been rais’d. 

Seb. Orontes, 

And he alone. 

Xer. I deem’d that other chiefs 
With him were join’d : this paper bears the names; 
See if to thee they’re knowii. [ gives the paper. 

Seb. And whence, my lord. 

Receiv’d you this ?—O Heaven ! what do I fee ! 

Xer. How now ! thou art difturb’d; thy colour 
changes— 

What, art thou filent ? 

Seb. \ajide.~\ Ah ! I am betray’d. 

Xer. Ungrateful vaflal! pale w;ith dread, 
Too late thy looks appear; 

When firft thy dark defign was laid, 

’Twas then a time for fear. 


But 
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But ever wife are Heaven’s decrees, 

Which nothing can withftand : 

The traitor ne’er his danger fees 

Till fhipwreck is at hand. [Exit. 


SCENE XI. 

Sebastes alone . 

Difloyal princefs ! haft thou then betray’d me ? 
Infenfate ! fhall I rafhly dare to accufe her ? 

And does a traitor now complain of treafon ? 

This have I well deferv’d.—Ah ! fly, Sebaftes, 
But whither ? From myfelf I cannot fly, 

And in my breaft I bear my own tormentor. 
Where’er I go will terror and remorfe 
Purfue my fteps and fet my crime before me. 

Ye cruel pangs that mortals know. 

When thefe on guilt attend; 

Ah! wherefore, heavenly Powers, fo flow 
.A traitor’s heart to rend ? 

Ye dreadful voices ! ever near, 

Whofe founds my bofom chill. 

Why not till now my trembling ear 

With warning terrors fill ? [Exit. 


vol. in. 


t 


SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

*Th$ palace. An altar with fire kindled, and upon 
the altar the cup prepared for the oath. 

Xerxes, Aspasia, Neocles, Satraps, Guards 
and People. 

Xer. Why, Neocles, fa fad ? Whence, fair 
Afpafia, 

Thofe darting tears ? Now, when the father comes 
To fwear to me his faith, the children mourn. 

Are then the friendfhip and the love of Xerxes 
By you difaftrqus deem’d ? Speak. 

Afp. 7 

, > O ! ye Powers! 

AW, ) 

SCENE Xlll. 

. Enter Roxana, Lysimachus and Greeks. 

Rox. What would’d thou with Roxana ? 

Lyf. Xerxes, fay, 

Why am I fummon’d hither ? 

Xer. ’Tis my will 

•Roxana and Lyfimachus be prefent. 

Lyf To witnefs now fome new affront to Athens ? 
Rox. To bear again my injuries unmov’d? 

Lyf 
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Lyf . To fee the inconftancy of falfe Afpafia ? 
Aft. You are deceiv’d : afflict me not unjuftly. 
Cruel Lyfimachus. Believe me ftill 
The fame Afpafia, nor opprefs a mind 
Already funk with grief. 

Xer. What do I hear ! 

Are you then lovers ? 

Aft. To conceal it longer 
Were hopelefs : I’ve already faid too much. 

Xer. And didft thou not, Afpafia, promife 
Xerxes 

To give to him thy hand i 

Aft. A father’s life 
Requir’d this facrifice. 

Xer. [to Lyf.] And didft not thou 
Seek to his foes to render up the father 
Of her thy foul ador’d ? 

Lyf. So Athens will’d. 

Xer. [afidei] Tranfcendent virtue ! 

Rox. See the Grecian leader 
Is now at hand. 

Neoc. [ afide .] Why wears not Neocles 
A look like his, intrepid and ferene ? 

[ looking out on his father . 

Aft. O ! feeble heart, how doft thou tremble 
now! 


x. 1 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 

Enter ThemisTocles. 

Xer. At length, Themiflocles, thou haft refolv’d 
To be the friend of Xerxes : once again 
Return to meet the embraces of a king 
Who honours thus- [, advances to embrace him. 

Them. Forbear. [drawing back refpeBfully. 

Xer. And why forbear P 

Them. I am not worthy yet—My merits now 
Reft on the folemn act that brings me here. 

Xer. See on the altar, for the rite prepar’d. 
The cup with beverage crown’d.—Themiflocles,^ 
Approach, and, with the vow requir’d, begin 
The chaftifemenl of Greece, 

Them. Attend me, Xerxes: 

Know ftrft, thou art deceiv’d : I promis’d here 
My prefence, not my oath. 

Xer. How 1 

Them. Hear me*, Xerxes, 

And thou, Lyfimachus, hear all ye people, 
Aflembled thus fpebtators, hear and judge 
Themiflocles with truth ; and each be now 
His witnefs and defender.—Adverfe fate 
Compels me here to incur the guilt of treafon. 

Or black ingratitude : no choice remains 


But 
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But this, to hold or to relinquifh life. 

The liberal gift of Heaven.—To keep me dill 
Without a crime I fee one only way. 

The way that l|ads to death—that choice be mine. 

Lyf. What do I hear ! 

Xer. Eternal Gods! 

Them. This poifon, [takes it from his bofom. 
Companion ever in my mournful exile. 

Mix’d with the draught yon facred cup contains. 
Shall make the work complete. 

[pours the poifon into the cup. 
■ -And every God, 

That reads my heart, be prefent at the offering 
A willing victim makes; a victim here 
To loyal truth, to gratitude and honour. 

Afp. I feel my fenfes fail. 

Xer. I’m ftruck with wonder. 

Them. Lyfimachus, my friend, do thou affure 
My country of my love, and plead at lead 
Indulgence for my afhes.—I forgive 
The word of fortune if I find a tomb 
Where fird I found a cradle.—Mighty king ! 
Repent not of thy benefits conferr’d. 

The admiring wprld {hall be their recompenfe. 

All I can now repay thee (cruel Fate !) 

Is to profefs my gratitude and die. 

Ye gracious Powers ! if e’er the dying vows 
Of thofe who know not guile afcend to Heaven, 

Protect 
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Protect your Athens! To your care receive 

_ • ' 

This king and kingdom : in the heart of Xerxes 

Infpire the with to war with Greece no more : 

Yes, Xerxes, with my life conclude thy hatred. 

Friend! children! king and people, all farewell! 

[takes the cup . 

Xer. Ah ! hold—-what dolt thou ? Touch not' 
with thy lip 
The deadly cup. 

Them, And wherefore ? 

Xer, Never, never 
Shall Xerxes thus permit——- 

Them, And why, my king ? 

Xer. Too many caufes ruth upon my mind 
To fpeak them now. [takes the cup from him. 

Them, Thou canfl: not, Xerxes, take 
From me the means of death: this power alone 
Is not allow’d to kings. 

Xer. Ah ! live, the hero, [throws away the cup. 
The glory of our age ! Still love thy country. 

To this I now confent; fhe’s worthy of thee, 

Even Xerxes’ felf almoft begins to love her : 

And who could ever hate the happy foil. 

The glorious mother of a fon likp.thee ? 

Them. Ye Gads j can this be true ? So far be¬ 
yond 

My belt of hopes! 

Xer, 
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Xer. Hear then the great effects 
Of virtuous emulation—Oh this altar. 

For you prepar’d to fwear eternal hatred, 

I vow eternal amity with Greece. 

Now let her reft, and owe, illuftrious exile. 

To fuch a citizen her wifh’d repofe. 

Them. O ! generous king ! what art haft thou 
attain’d 

To triumph o’er Themiftocles ? Such virtue 
Exceeds a mortal*?*aim.—O Greece ! O Athens! 
O ! happy, happy exile ! 

Afp. Rapturous moment! 

Neoc. O! profperOus day ! 

Lyf. Permit' me, noble friends. 

To fail for Greece, and there to all proclaim 
Your generous ftrife of honour; well I know 
Alike for both her gratitude will warm; 

For him, who thus aflerts his country’s caufe. 

And him, whofe godlike gift enfures her peace. 


SCENE LAST. 

Eritbt StetfAfeTEs. 

Set. For all my crimes, my fovereign lord, I 
here 

Entreat the punifhment: I hate a life 

That thus to you- [ kneels. 

Xer". Sebaftes, rife: this day 


Shall 
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Shall orily know content: I pardon thee. 

I render back Afpafia’s promife given. 

And leave her heart her own : my royal faith 
I plight to recompenfe Roxana’s love. 

Afp. My dear Lyfimachus! 

Rox. Ah ! generous Xerxes ! 

Them. O ! grant, ye Gods ! Themiftocles may 
prove 

Still grateful to his king, 

Xer. Implore the Gods 

To guard thy life, and I fhall find thee grateful; 
And if my virtue kindle from th’ example 
Thy virtue gives, thou render’ll back to Xerxes 
Far more than Xerxes ever gave to thee. 

Chokus. 

From emulation virtue grows 
With added fplendor bright: 

So torch to torch united glows. 

And yields redoubled light. 


END OP THE THIKD ACT, 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Cosroes, King of Persia, in love with Laodice. 

Siroes, his eldeft Son, in love with Emira. 

Medarses, his youngeft Son. 

Emira, Princefs of Cambay a, difguifed in man’s 
apparel, upder-the name of-IIynASPES, in love 
with Siroes. 

Laodice, in loye with Siroes, Sifter to Araxes. 

Araxes, General of the armies of Persia, the 
friend of Siroes. 


Scene, Seleucia. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A temple dedicated to the fun , with an altar and 
image of the Deity, 

CoSROES, SlROES, MeDARSES. 

Cof To you my fons, not moroam I a father 
Than father to the. state : to you I owe 
Paternal tendernefs; but to the Hate 
A fuccefTor, whom Perfia fhall confefs 
A worthy heir of our imperial feat. 

This day, between you fhall our choice decide;; 
And him, I choofe, mull fhare with me the throne,. 
And learn with me to guide the reins of empire* 

O ! happy Cofroes, could I live to, fee, 

Ere lafting ileep has clos'd thefe aged eyes,. 

A fon who,, wife in peace apd, hrave in arm?. 
Might fhade the luftre of his father's fanje. 

Med. On you my.fate depends. 

Sir. And whom will Cofroes 

Efteenvtbe worthieft i 

Cof 
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Cof. Equal is your merit; 

In Siroes I regard the gift of valour, 

And praife the gentler virtues of Medarfes : 
Cofroes in thee diflikes thy haughty fpirit; 

[to Sir, 

In him his inexperienc’d age ; but time 
Will cure the faults of both : meanwhile I fear 
My choice proclaim’d may kindle in yoyr bofoms 
New flames of mutual ftrife. Behold the altar, 
Behold the God : let each now fwear in peace 
To abide by our decree, and fwear to obey, 
Without a murmur, our appointed heir. 

In loyalty and truth, 

■ Sir. [ajide.~\ Shall Siroes’ lip 
Pronounce an oath like this ?—04 no.—" 

Med. Behold 

Medarfes prompt to obey—the throne is mine, 

[ajide. 

[advances to the altar .] 

“ Before thy prefen'ce, to whofe foftering power 
“ Her bleffings nature owes, Medarfes bends, 

“ And {wears to pay the new-ele&ed king 
<e His earlieft homage; if I fail in aught 
“ This oath exacts, O ! let thy cheering beams 
“ Be chang’d for me to tnore than midnight 
darknefs.” 

Cof. My deareft fon! Now, Siroes, thou draw 
near. 

And learn obedience from thy younger brother. 

Med, 
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Med. He thinks, but fpeaks not. 

Cof. Why doft thou delay 
To, enfure my peace ? How are thy thoughts 
employ’d ? 

Sir. And wherefore fhould I fwear ? Such caufe- 
lefs doubt 

Offends your fon ? What are the merits, fay. 

By which Medarfes now afpires to reign ? 

My father, well you know how far my claim 
To elder birth ; already was my heart 
Inur’d to bear the wrongs of adverfe fortune. 

When firft a father in the cradle heard 
His infant cries : you know the hoflile fpoils 
By Siroes added to your former triumphs. 

You know the wounds your fame has coft a fon, 

I groan’d beneath the fteely corfelet’s weight, 

In fields of blood and in the face of death ; 

While he in floth dragg’d on his days, ’midft all 
A parent’s fond endearment. This, my father, 
You know, and wherefore then mufl Siroes 
fwear ? 

Cof. I know yet more—I know, in my defpite. 
Thou lov’dfl Emira, daughter to Afbites, 

My deadly foe : I heard thy fighs of anguilh 
The day I took from him his life and kingdom : 
Then didft thou vow deep hatred to thy father; 
And were Emira living ftill, who l^nows 
To what, by love impell’d, thy rage might tend. 

Sir. 
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Sir. Proceed : indulge at full the blind affedlion 
That makes you, Cofroes, thus unjuft to me. 
Break, for Medarfes, all the ties of nature. 

And let him from the throne give Perfia laws ; 
While Siroes 4 mingled with-the ignoble herd. 

Shall on his younger brother’s hand (a hand 
Unfit to wield the fceptre of dominion) 

Imprint the kifs of bafe fervility. 

But Gods there are, whofe juftice ever wakes 
To aid the opprefs’d : the world confefs Medarfes 
To Siroe,s yields in merit as in years. 

Co/ Rafh boy !* and doll thou threaten ? Know* 
my will.—• 

Med. Be calm, my father ! and to him refign . 
The Perfian throne, fuffice for me your love. 

Cof. No : for his punifhment, this day fhall fee 
The audacious rebel bend to thee his king : 

I will fubdue his pride ; and fain would fee 
What world will arm to raife him to the throne. 

[to Sir.] Since, fwell’d with pride, thy flubborn 
heart; 

Paternal love difdains, 

Expe6t to find that fterner part 
The judge fevere maintains. 

Whate’er a rebel bofom knows, 

Perchan<§ 2 *in thine may dwell: 

But ere mature the treafon grows, 

I’ll crpfh it in the fhell. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

SiROES, MeDARSES. 

Sir. Canft thou, Medarfes, fix without a blufh 
Thine eyes on Siroes ? 

Med. Ha ! Does Siroes thus 
Addrefs his king ? Thoil know’ft that I this day 
To thee am arbiter of life and death : 

Think then how life to merit as my gift. 

Sir. Thou art too halty, prince, to aflitme the 
ftile 

That fits a monarch : the paternal crown 
Infolds not yet thy brows ; and ere the day 
Declines, our father may repent his purpofe.- 


SCENE III. 

Enter Emira in a man s habit, under the name of 
Hydaspes. 

Em. Ah! ' princes, wherefore this unhappy 
ftrife ? 

Forbear fuch conteft as fo ill befeems 
The name of brethren. On this joyful day 
Let not Seleucia view you’hateful rivals. 

But knit by equal ties of love and honour. 

Med. 


2 
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Med. I drive to appeafe my brother’s caufelefs 
anger. 

And bear my wrongs in filence, but in v ain. 

Sir. O ! well feign’d modefty ! 

Em. [to Sir.] I’m not to learn 
The meeknefs of Medarfes. 

Sir. Dear Hydafpes, 

It ever was his wont to veil his' infults 
With dark diffimulation. 

Med. [to Em.] Mark, my friend. 

His flufhing face, his eyes’ malignant glances, 
Thus fpeak the hatred rankling in his heart. 

Em. [to Med.] Depart, incenfe him not; leave 
me alone 

In conveffe with him. 

Sir. O ! perfidious. 

Med. Heavens !, 

Without a caufe you now infult your brother. 
Appeafe him, dear Hydafpes ; fay, in him 
I venerate our Perfia’s great fupport, 

And own, in Siroes now my fovereign lord. 

Em. Go, leave us then. 

Med. [ajtde.~] My triumph is at hand. 

[Exit MedarfeS. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Emira, Siroes. 

Sir. O ! lovely and belov’d Emira. 

Em. Hold. 

Reveal me not, but call me Hill Hydafpes. 

Sir. No ear is nigh, and you are known, Emira, 
To me alone : behold the wrongs I fuller 
From an unfeeling father. 

Em. Yes, I’ve feen. 

And feen it long: but what does Siroes do ? 

He refts meanwhile in ftupid apathy. 

The lethargy of mean degenerate fouls; 

And while a kingdom moulders from his hope. 

He, like a child, a helplefs infant, finds 
No other arms to oppofe his cruel fortune. 

But fruitlefs lighs and idle lamentation. 

Sir. And what could Siroes do ? 

Em. What could he do"? 

What could he not ? For him his faithful people 
With loyal fury burn : a lingle blow 
Secures thy triumph, and at once completes 
My vengeance and thy own. 

Sir. Alas! Emira, 

What would’IV thou alk ? 

Em. I alk a lingle blow, 

Needful to both—and know’ll thou who I am ? 
von. m. M Sir. 
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JSir. Ah! well I know thee for my foul’s belt 
treafure, 

Cambaya’s princefs—yes, thou art Emira. 

Em. Say, I am- fhe, whofe fire Afoites died 
By Gofroes’ cruel hand ; that haplefs daughter. 
Who ftript of empire^ in a foreign clime. 

Now wanders far from her paternal feat; 

Who veils, in this attire, her woman’s weaknefs. 
And tiopes at length to reap a great revenge. 

Sir. O Heaven ! by me receiv’d within the palace. 
You found the means to win the heart of Cofroes: 
His favour all is yours; and can you now. 
Forgetful of his benefits conferr’d. 

Still brood in fecret o’er revenge and hatred. 

Em. The tyrant loves Hydafpes not Emira. 
Remember, if you wifh Emira’s hand, 

I wifh for Cofroes’ death. 

Sir. And could Emira 

Receive me ftain’d with blood, this face diflorted 
With all the horrors of a father’s murder ? 

Em. And how can I, forgetful of my oath, 
Behold a parent’s pale and bleeding fhade 
Still hover round and call on me for vengeance; 
While carelefs, ftretch’d upon my downy pillow, 
I fleep befide the fon of him that flew him ? 

Sir. If then- 

J \n. If then thou wouldfl receive my hand, 
u know’ll what fervice can alone deferve it: 

6 Thou 
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Thou mull alfift my vengeance. 

Sir. Never ! never ! 

Em. Hear, if thou, Siroes, Hill refufe thine arm, 
Another’s is not wanting : yes, this day 
Completes the work; and he whole courage aids 
Emira’s caufe, Emira’s love rewards: 

Thus, Ihould thy coward han4 refufe the flrokc. 
Thou lofelt me, and canll not fave thy father. 

Sir. Are thefe, Emira," thefe the tender feelings 
With which you once were wont to footh my 
anguilh ? 

’Twas hatred led you hither, while to me 
You feign’d your guide was love. 

Em. I kept from thee 

My hatred hid, while Cofroes was a father; 

But now he links the father in the tyrant. 

No longer deem in thee to find a fon. 

Sir. And would’ll thou have me then a parricide ? 
And does the crime of loving thee deferve 
A punilhment fo dreadful ? 

Em. Now full well 

I read thy heart: thou never lov’dll Emira. 

Sir. I never lov’d ! 

Em. Behold Laodice, 

She, who enjoys thy love, fhe bell confirms it. 

Sir. Laodice ! I but endur’d her paffion 
With faint repulfe, to footh, by harmlefs guile 
In her,, whom Cofroes loves, a powerful foe. 

m a SQENE 
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■SCENE V. 

Enter Laodice. 

Em. At length thou corn’ll in time, Laodice, 
To eafe a faithful lover, who fo oft 
With tender lighs has languilh’d in thy abfence. 

Laod. Hydafpes fpeaks, and ah ! my eafy heart 
Too foon believes. 

Em. The reft let Siroes fpeak. 

Sir. [ajide.~\ Unfeeling maid to torture thus my 
bofom! 

Laod. [to Sir.] And can I think, illuftrious 
prince, your heart 
Will fo debafe itfelf in loving me ? 

Em. ■ [to Laod.] His love is firmly yours. 

Sir. [afide to Em.] Hers, fay’ll thou, hers ? 
Em. [to Hm7\ Peace, perjur’d man. 

Laod. Does love fo little then 
Give utterance to his lips ? 

Em. A faithful lover 

Whofe bofom burns, ftill feeds the flame in lilence. 

Laod. Yet oft the glances, of an eye betray 
The filent lip : but not a look from him 
Is turn’d on me ; nay rather, as confus’d. 

He bends his eyes to earth in ftupid gaze. 

And feems to give thy every word the lie. 

Em, 
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Em. Not fo, Laodice, you are deceiv’d ; 

You know not Siroes: but I know him well; 

He Hands abafh’d in prefence of Hydafpes. 

Sir. [to Em.] Alas, my love! far other doll 
thou know. 

Em. [to Mm.~\ Traitor, no more. 

Laod. Abafh’d before Hydafpes ? 

Thou know’ft he has no fault, or if a fault, 

’Tis courage in extreme, not timid fhame. 

Em. But love, that changes all, can render valiant 
The coward heart, and fearful make the bold. 

Sir. [afide.~\ Unfeeling maid! to torture thus 
my bofom. 

Em. ’Twere beft to leave you: conftant lover3 
ever. 

Who love like you, abhor fociety. 

Laod. Hydafpes, yet I tremble left he ftill 
Deceive thee and myfelf. 

Em. I dare not wholly 

Condemn your doubts; for well by proof I know, 
In trailing others never does the mind 
Exert the caution confidence requires j 
We feldom find fidelity in love. 

The faith of every lover ftill. 

How dangerous to believe ; 

Their fighs, their prayers, their tears at will 
The eafy heart deceive. 


Shall 
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.Shall man, by felf reproach unblam’d. 

The fair, he wrong’d, furyey; 

As if the crime were venial nam’d, 

Affe&ion to betray ? [Exit. 


S C E N E VI. 

Siroes, Laodice. 

Laod. You fpeak not, Siroes—what is now your 
fear ? 

Hydafpes is not prefent: freely then 
Difclofe your fecret. 

Sir. [afided\ Why am I purfued 
With love fo fatal ?—Ah ! Laodice, 

Subdue a paffion that endangers both. 

Should Cofroes, who adores thee, ever learn— 
Laod. O ! fear not him, he never will difcoyer 
Our gentle intercourfe. 

Sir. But then, Hydafpes- 

Laod. Hydafpes is a friend ; and, Siroes, he 
Approves'our love. 

Sir. Not always do the lips 
And heart agree. 

Laod. We but torment ourfelves 
With fancied ills ; if obftacles like thefe 
Mu ft from our breaft expunge fuch dear affe&ion. 

Sir. Others there are—Laodice, farewell. 

Latd. 
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Laod. Yet flay—and why conceal them ? 

Sir. Heavenly powers! 

Spare me the fhame of fpeech, and fpare thyfelf 
The pain to hear them. 

Laod. Will you leave me then 
Thus loft in cruel doubts ? Speak, prince, Ah ! 
fpeak. 

Sir. [_ajided\ O pain to fuffer !—hear me then 
declare, 

Ah ! no—forgive me—I muft leave thee. 

Laod. Never, 

Till you have given me firft to know your fecret. 
Sir. Some other time fhall tell thee all. 

Laod. But now, 

Now is the eventful moment. 

Sir. Hear me then, 

Since thou wilt know, I burn with other flames ; 
My faith is plighted to a lovelier object; 

The faireft of her fex : I love not thee. 

Nor ever yet have lov’d, and fhould thy hopes 
Afpire to change my heart, fuch hopes are vain : 
Diftracft me not—my fecret now is known. 

If e’er thefe lips could love declare, 

Thefe eyes foft glances dart; 

Thefe treacherous lips muft falfely fwear, 

Thefe eyes belie my heart. 


Then 
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Then feek fome other breaft to move. 

All thoughts of me forfake ; 

And for thy recompenfe in'love. 

This friendly council take, [Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

Laodice alone. 

And fhall I then endure fuch cruel fcorn ? 

Oh ! no, Laodice ; affront like this 
Muft be reveng’d. Shall that ungrateful boall 
His triumph in my fhame ? A thoufand foes 
Will, at my bidding, rife at once againfl him. 

It fhall be fo—his father mud believe 
The fon his rival, both in love and empire’; 

And by my arts imped'd, fhall now my brother 
Araxes, offer to Medarfes’ aid - 

The troops in arms; and if I meet not all 
My with, at leafl I will not figh alone, 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter Araxes. 

Arax. My filler, with impatience have I fought, 
thee. 

Laod. And now mofl opportune for me, we 
meet. 

Ar. Thy help was ne’er more needful. 


Laod. 
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Laod. Nor have I 

So wifh’d thy converfe : know my brother— 

Ar. Hold: 

Firft hear me, filler: fir’d with hally paflion, 
Cofroes will raife Medarfes to the throne : 

Orders are iffued for the folemn pomp ; 

The people vent complaints; the foldiers murmur. 
Thou, if thou canft, appeafe an angry father. 
Incens’d unjuftly, and in Siroes fave 
A hero to the land. 

Laod. A hero ?—No, 

Thou art deceiv’d; for in the breaft of Siroes 
Refides a foul moll obftinately favage ; 

A heart o’erflow’d with pride : he feems to prize 
Himfelf alone, and thinks the fubjedl world 
Mull all pay tribute to his matchlefs valour. 

Ar. Is this my lifter fpeaks ? And doll thou 
think— 

Laod. I think his ruin is by us, Araxes, 

Moll firmly to be wilh’d : his fall is near. 

Prevent not thou his fate. 

Ar. And who has thus 
Eftrang’d Laodice ? 

Laod. ’Tis not for thee 
To fathom yet my fecret. 

Ar. Every one 

Will blame your fickle and inconftant nature. 
Laod. “ ’Tis often con ftancy to change the mind.” 
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If -ocean gently lave the fliore. 

And now in dorms, with deepening roar 
The mariner difmays; 

No fault is his, who but the power 
Of dronger winds obeys. 

If I with changing fortune veer. 

Yet let me not be blam’d; 

What once inconftant might appear 

May now be virtue nam’d. [Exit. 


SCENE IX. 

Araxes alone. 

I fliall not for Laodice betray 
My friendfhip or my duty.—Who can tell 
The fecret caufe from which her anger fprings ? 
Such is the genius of the weaker fex : 

O ! woman, beauteous woman ! how might man 
Indulge his rapture in your love bellow’d. 

If condancy were join’d with female charms. 

The uncertain dream that murmuring dows 
Between its banks, the wind that blows. 

Oft drifting through the rudling boughs. 

Is deadier far than you. 


Yet 
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Yet Ample lovers ftill prepare 
New food to nourifh amorous care; 

With tears and fighs purfue the fair, 

And hope to find her true. [Exit. 

SCENE X. 

An inner apartment belonging to Cosroes. A table 
with feats. 

Siroes with a paper. 

Still let me from Emira’s fnares preferve 
My father’s life.—This paper, thus imprefs’d 
With characters difguis’d, defcribes the danger. 
But keeps unknown the traitor.—If my filence 
Conceal the firft, I muft betray my father; 

And if I tell the laft, I facrifice 
My cruel, lov’d Emira—Ha ! the king 
Seems this way bending—Whither fhall I turn ? 
Should he perceive me here he’ll fure fufpeCl 
From me the warning comes, and force me then 
To name the guilty : beft awhile retire 
And hide me from his fight—O Gods ! defend. 
Defend Emira, guard my father’s life. 

And ah ! prated my innocence. [ retires. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 

Enter Cosroes. 

Cof. Shall then 

The heart of Cofroes from a rebel fon 
Keceive its laws ? ’Twere madnefs but to think it. 


SCENE XII. 

Enter Laodice. 

Cof. What brings my fair-one unexpected here? 

Laod. I come to claim protection.-Cofroes’ 

favour 

Suffices not, even in thefe palace walls. 

To fhelter me from fear; nor thofe are wanting 
That outrage and infult me. 

Cof Who can dare 
So far prefume ? 

Laod. My crime, alas ! is truth 
And loyalty to you.' 

Cof. Declare the guilty, 

And leave with me the care to puniffi him. 

Laod. Your fon attempted to feduce my love. 
And when I durft rejeCt his impious fuit, 

He menac’d me with death. 

Sir. 
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Sir. [liftening. ] What do I hear ? 

Cof My lov’d Medarfes could not thus offend: 
No—Siroes is the criminal!' 

Laod. ’Tis true. 

What can a woman, helplefs, unprotected, 

Againft the royal heir of Perlia’s king ? 

Sir. [apart ?\ All, all the world confpire againft 
my peace! 

Cof. And fhall he prove my rival too in love ? 
Dry up thofe tears, O ! lovely mourner, calm 

Thy troubled thoughts.-O! moll ungrateful 

Siroes! 

And haft thou dar’d ? Believe not I am Cofroes 
If I forget—enough—Laodice, 

Yes, thou {halt fee- 

Sir. [apart .] O ! pain to think ! 

Laod. [afde.~\ ’Twas wife 
In me to accufe him firft. 

Cof. [fits at the tabled Unworthy fon ! 

[fees the paper left by Sir. and reads to himfelf. 
Laod. Had I forefeen fuch anguifh to your heart 

I never then- [ajide.~] What paper’s that ? He 

reads 

Abforb’d and loft—he changes colour ! 

Cof. Gods! 

What worfe could angry Heaven have rais’d againft 
me! 

Was 
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Was ever day like this ? 

Laod. My gracious lord. 

What now afflicts you ? 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Medarses. 

Med. Father, I behold 

/ 

Your features chang’d. 

Cof. [gives him the paper id] Read there, belov’d 
Medarfes, 

And tremble as thou read’ll:. 

Laod. [afide.] What can this, mean ? 

Med. [reads.] “ Cofroes, a fnare is laid to take 
“ thy life, 

H By one believ’d molt loyal: on this day 
<e The blow is meant. Sufpedt in every one 
“ The fecret traitor: death is furely thine, 
iC If from thy prefence thou remov’d: not all 
<e That fhare thy bell affedtions—he who gives 
ec This counfel is thy friend: believe and live.” 

[he returns the paper to Cof. 
Laodx I freeze with horror! 

Cof. What inhuman pity 
Thus, thus to fave me ! From a hand unknown 
The warning comes, but points not out the guilty. 
Then mull I ever fear my friends, my fons ? 

In 


[act j 

[fifes 
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In every cup believe my death conceal'd. 

And fee the cruel threat in every fword ? 

Is this to be preferv’d ? Is this to live ? 

Sir. [apart.] Unhappy father! 

Mid. [a/de.] Lofe not now, my foul. 

This fair occafion. 

Cof. Still, Medarfes, lilent ? 

Laodice, thou dolt not fpeak. 

Laod. Alas! 

I’m ftruck with terror. 

Med. If I fpoke not yet, 

I wifh’d to hide the guilty from your anger. 

The guilty dear to both ; but when I fee 
The < cruel anguifh of a father’s heart, 

I can no longer hold—that paper’s mine. 

Sir. [apart Inlidious falfehood! 

Cof. Know’ll thou then the traitor. 

And yet conceal'd him from my juft refentment ? 

Med. [, kneels .] O father moft belov’d 1 forgive 
the guilty; 

Let it fuffice, thy life has been preferv’d : 

Ah ! think not ever in fuch blood to ftain 
Your royal hands: know, he who feeks your life 
Is your own fon—and your Medarfes’ brother! 

Sir. [apart.] Mull I be lilent ftill ? 

Cof. Medarfes, rife: 

What tongue to thee reveal’d the dreadful fdcret ? 

Med. 
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Med. Siroes himfelf. difclos’d it. 

Laod. [ ajide .] Can it be ! 

What heart would have conceiv’d it ? 

Med. Long he tried 

To make me partner in his crime—I pleaded, 

I begg’d, but all in vain, he vow’d your death ; 
And hence Medarfes in that fcroll reveal’d 
The dire delign. 

Sir. [difcovers himfelf Medarfes is a traitor: 
That paper’s mine. 

Med. \afde.~\ O Heaven ! 

Laod. [afide.~\ What do I fee ? 

Cof. Ha! Siroes here, conceal’d in my apart¬ 
ment ! 

Med. His guilt is clear. 

Sir. ’Tis falfe : defire to fave 
Your threaten’d life, my father, brought me hither: 
A defperate foe, unknown, defigns your death. 
And you’re betray’d. 

SCENE XIV. 

Enter Emira. 

Em. \entermg7\ And who betrays my king ? 

In his defence behold this arm and fword. 

Sir. There wanted but Hydafpes to complete 
The wretchSdnefs of Siroes. 


Cof. 
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Cof. [to Em.] See, my. friend, 

To what has Heaven referv’d me. [gives the paper. 

Laod. Strange events! 

Em. [having read the paper returns it.~\ Whence 
: came this warning ? Is the traitor known ? 
Med. Medarfes has reveal’d the whole. 

Sir.. My brother 

Deceives thee, good Hydafpes, know ’twas I 
Difclos’d the fecret. 

Co/. Wherefore then forbear 
To name the aflaffin ? 

Sir. Thus far have I fpoke. 

But dare not utter further. 

Em. O ! perfidious! 

And would’ft thou thus conceal thy impious 
treafon 

With virtue’s thin difguife ? A friend to none, 

The offender no? the offended; both betray’d. 
The monarch is not fafe; the ftroke defign’d 
By thee prevented; how thou corn’ll to boaft 
The warning given in that ambiguous paper. 

Yes, traitor, I would fain— [to Cof.] forgive, my 
king, 

This warmth of temper: ’tis my duty {peaks: 

As loyalty has bound me to the father. 

So far refpedt is wanting to the fon: 

Your danger is my own. 


VOL. III. 
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Laod. [a/ide.~\ What noble daring ! 

'* ip ^ v b ’ ^ 

Cof . What do 1 owe to thee, belov’d Hydafpes ? 

[to Sir.] Learn, learn, ingrate, behold a ftranger 
*“ ’ ' born; 

The blood of Cofroes circles in thy veins : 

To him I gave my favour, thee thy life, 

And yet behold he hands to guard my fafety, 
While thy inlidious arts invade my throne. 

" A ' 

Sir. I dare no further plead in my defence-, 

And yet I am not guilty; 

Med. Innocence 

Is ever- bold, nor keeps a fullen filence ; 

Medarfes freely fpeaks. 

Em. [to Sir.] Away : what now 
.Employs thy thoughts ? What, doft thou ? He 
who goes 

So far, would doubtlefs foon complete his purpofe; 
Thou anfwer’ft not: I know thou art confus’d; 

It galls thee now to find.thy heart re veal! d,.. 

And. all thy falfehood open’d to Hydafpes; 

And 'hence thy filence, hence thy looks of fhame, 
And hence that fear to call thine eyes on mine. 

Sir. [aft clef There wanted but . Hydafpes to 
, '. complete 
The wretchednefs of Siroes. 

Cof. Yes, Medarfes, 

His filence juftifies the imputed guilt. 


6 K 


Med. 



ACT 1.] ilROErf. 179 

Med. Medarfes truly fpoke, 

Em. But Shoes’ lips 
Arc fraught with felfehbod. 

Sir. ’Tis too much, Hydafpes, 

And fhall not this fuffice i What would’ft thou 
more } 

Em. Do thou from ansdcms doubd relieve my 

king. 

Sir. What can I fay ? 

Em. Say ? That thy crime is mine. 

Say that, with thee, I’m partner in the guilt; 

Or rather fay that all the guilt is mine. 

And thine the loyalty: for this, and more 
A mind like his might feign. [to Cofroes. 

Co/. But fruitlefs all. 

’Tis not an eafy talk to impofe on Cofroes: 

I know thy truth too well. [to Em. 

Em. O ! would to heaven 
That Siroes’ loyal faith could equal mine ! 

Cof. I know him too—all, all proclaims him 
traitor; 

He neither makes defence, nor fues for pardon. 

Sir. I can no further plead my haplefs caufe. 
And yet I’m innocent. 

Med. Is he not guilty, 

‘Who could refufe but now a folemn oath 
To calm a father’s peace ? 
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Laod, Is he not guilty. 

Who cherifh’d in his breaft prefumptuous love ? 

Cof. Is he not guilty, whom myfelf I found 
Conceal’d in fecret here ? 

Em. Is he not guilty. 

Who firfl could claim this paper as his own, 

And when I prefs’d him clofe with words of truth. 
Stood mute and terrified ? 

Sir. All, all confpire 
To fix my guilt, and yet I’m innocent. 

What foes like thefe, alas 1 combin’d. 

Could ruthlefs Fortune fend ? 

To judge me and condemn I find 
A cruel fair and brother join’d, 

A father and a friend. 

I fee all prefent help is vain. 

All hope from future time; 

Yet that I ftill my truth retain, 

Is made my only crime. [Exit. 


SCENE XV. 

CoSROES, EmIRA, MeDARSES, LaOD|CE. 

Cof. Ho !r—let the prince be watch’d. 

[to the guards without» 

Em. Myfelf will keep 
Your royal perfon fafe. 

Me£ 
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Med. Why fears my father. 

Enclos’d with faithful friends, a fingle traitor ? 

Laod. You are too deeply mov’d. 

Cof. And who can tell 

What friend is true,; or know what fnare is laid ? 
Em. You fear not me, my lord. 

Cof. No, dear Hydafpes, 

On thy untainted faith I trull my all: 

Search deep this treafon, and defend in Cofroes 
A prince that loves thee. 

Em. Nor can Cofroes trull 
His peace to one, who bears a heart more loyal: 
If all his aid, his counfel nought avail, 

Hydafpes, jealous of his truth and honour, 

Will fhed his dearell blood in your defence. 

Cof. Thus while I lofe a fon, I find a friend. 


Fate hovers, like a rufhing tide. 

That from the cliff defeends : 

But thou, dear youth, (halt turn afide 
The ruin that impends. 

Near and more near the dangers threat. 

And, doubtful where to fly. 

If e’er thy faith a king forget, 

On whom fhall he rely i [Exit. 


SCENE 



m 


JURIES; 


[act I* 


SCENE xvr. 

Emira, Medarses, Laomce. 

Med. Who would have thought in Siroes e’er 
to find 

A traitor to his king ? 

X,aod. Or who conceiv’d 
A heart fo treacherous and a love fo daring ? 

Em. And what can urge thefe mean unworthy 
infults 

On~ one who hears them not ? Medarfes furely 
Might own fome feeling to a brother’s name ; 

And you, Laodice, with more refpedt 
Might judge a prince like him: believe not al¬ 
ways 

The unhappy are the guilty. 

# 

Med. Does Medarfes 
Such pity feel for Siroes ? 

Laod. Tbou to plead 
In his behalf ? 

Med. And didft not thou, Hydafpes, 

Till now infult him ? 

Load. Say, what eaufe excites 
Thy anger againft us ? 

Em. From me perchance 
He might deferve reproach, but not from you. 

Med. 
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Med. So foon to change, and now defend the 
man 

Whom late you fought to ruin ? 

Em. You believe 

Hydafpes chang’d, Hydafpes is the fame. 

Laod. The fame ? I know not" tvhat your 
fpeech intends. 

Med. A mind unchang’d Could neVer di&ate 
words. 

That fpeak the thoughts fo various. 

Em. Be it fo : 

Believe it myftery, but believe it true. 

Have you beheld the fummer rain 
With kindly Ihowers refrefh the plain ; 
Where, near the purple violet, blows, 

With tints renew’d the Muffling role ? 

Both flowers one foil maternal breeds. 

And both One genial moifture feeds. 

My heart is, one, though now I feem 
To abfolve the prince and now condemn'. 
One caufe impels me, v^hile by turns 
My pity melts, my anger burns. 

[ Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 

Laodice, Medarses. 

Laod. The words Hydafpes utter’d fure contain 
Some ftrange and hidden fepfe. 

Med. Ah ! little read 

In human kind; and doft thou then believe him ? 
Thou fhouldft be vers’d ip courts : ’tis ever thus 
With him who holds the favour of his prince ; 
His artificial plots are hidden fecrets : 

The Iefs the vulgar comprehend, the more 
They worfhip and admire. 

Laod. I cannot think 

Hydafpes’ meaning fuch : ’tis true I know not 
To what it tends, but whilft I hear him fpeak, 
Like him' I change my purpofe and my thoughts. 
And know not what J hope, or what I fear. 

No certain fears my bofom fill. 

Nor know I hope fincere; 

And yet in hope I wander ftill. 

And wander hill in fear. 

I know not why, but flript of reft. 

All peace is banifh’d from my breaft, 

[Em. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XVIII. 

Medarses alone . 

Great are my aims: and thus far well advanc’d 
My project fhows. The recompenfe at hand, 
Amidfl fuch tumults ftill I Hand unfhaken: 

He never trulls the fea who fears a florin. 

Amidfl the florm, while fearful night 
Has hid the liars from human fight, 

Acrofs the gloom a ray of light 
Already fortune fhows. 

This labour o’er, my care fhall ceafe. 

My troubled foul return to peace. 

And thoughts of dangers pail increafe 
The fweets of calm repofe. [Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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A royal park. 

Laodice alone. 

How fatal is the pleafure of revenge! 

Revenge, that follow'd,, ends in deep repentance. 
This I too well have prov’d; for Shoes’ dagger 
My bread is torn, with horror and remorfe. 


SCENE II. 

Enter Siroes. 

Sir. At length, Laodice, you are reveng’d 
And Siroes fuflers for a fault of yours. 

Laod. Ah ! prince belov’d ! foch anguifh rends 
my bofom, 

I dare not fpeak. 

Sir. And yet, Laodice, 

You fear’d not to accufe me. 

Laod. Blind refentment 
For your difdain impell’d a jealous woman 
To fuch detefted falfehood : O ! forgive, 

Forgive the madnefs of a love like mine. 

And let my grief fuffice for punifhment: 


I will 
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I will difclofe the whole, and Cofroes now 

Shall know ’twas I- 

Sir. Your ruin, that would follow. 

Cannot enfure my fafety : were I clear’d 
Of love to you, a crime of deeper dye 
Is charg’d upon me. Ceafe, Laodice, 

Thy pity may awaken new fufpicions 
Of our imputed loves. 

Laod. What fhall I do 
To merit your forgivenefs ? Tell me, Shoes, 
Behold me ready now to atone my guilt. 

Sir. I blot it from my mind, and if you think 
That fuch oblivion merits feme return. 
Henceforth forget to love me. 

Laod. O ! ye powers ! 

How can I ceafe to cherifh love like mine ? 


In filent anguifh will \ mourn 
The f at e I’m doom’d to prove; 
But hope not that this bread forlorn 
Can ever ceafe to Jove. 


Ah ! cruel, whair offence if I 
Within my heart retain, 

The wretched privilege to figh. 
And figh, alas ! in vain ? 


[Exit. 


Sir. O! that my words could calfnEmira’sanger, 
As now they have appeas’d Laodice, [gwig., 


Enter 
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Enter Emira. 

Em. Stay, faitHlefs man ! 

Sir. And cannot yet my fufferings 
Suffice thy cruelty ? 

Em. And art thou yet 
Contented to betray me ? 

Sir. Now perchance 

Thou com’ft again with cruel taunts to infult 
A wretched guiltlefs prince. 

Em. And thou perchance. 

Now feek’ft thy father to reveal the fecret 
That paper had with-held. 

Sir. At leaft the paper 

Offends not thee : the guilt is fix’d on Siroes : 

I groan beneath the charge, and yet am filent. 

Em. And I, what did I, when I feem’d to infult 
And moft reproach thee ? Firmly I fecur’d 
The confidence of Cofroes in my faith. 

More for thy fafety, than for my revenge. 

Sir. Ah ! then, my love, do more for Siroes’ 
fake; 

Forgive his father; or at leaft, if ftill 
You feek revenge, then feek it in this bofom. 

Em. I cannot fo confound the fon and father; 
Cofroes I hate, but thee Emira loves ; 

I wifh but to revenge a parent flain^ 

2 ' Sir. 
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Sir. And I, by nature’s law, defend my own ; 
And juftice higher fandlifies the duty 
To guard the living than revenge the dead. 

Em. Go then—purfue thy nobler enterprife, 
And leave to me my own : but knowft thou well 
What both our duties claim ? In us, the children 
Of foes profefs’d, our paffion is a crime. 

No, we fliould hate each other : duty bids thee 
Reveal my purpofe to the ear of Cofroes; 

And duty bids me to prevent difcovery. 

Thou in Emira fhould’ft behold'afoe, 

Ciuel, implacable; in Siroes I 

Deteft the unworthy offspring of a tyrant: 

Then henceforth let us both be deadly foes. 

[going. 

Sir. Stay, flay, my life ! 

Em. And call’ll thou me thy life ? 

Would’fl thou unite the lover with the foe ? 

At once thou but betray’d, what nature made thee, 
A faithlefs lover and a feeble foe. 

Sir. You wrong me much, my love,- 

Em. Be filent—love 
Is loft in hatred—fpeak to me of rage. 

Of vengeance fpeak, and I with pleafure hear thee. 

Sir. And muft I then- 

Em. O ! yes, forget Emira. 

Sir. Farewell, Emira, thou wilt have me guilty. 
Wilt have me deact—thou fhalt be fatisfied. 
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I’ll to ttiy father and avow his foil h 

The fecret traitor—thus thy cruelty 

Shall be at full appeas’d. [going. 

Em. Hold—go not yet. 

Sir. What wouldft thou have ? Leave, leave me 
to my fate. 

Em. Yet hear—to make thee; guilty nought 
avails 

To me or Cofroes. 

Sir. ’Tis enough for me 
To perifh innocent-: hear me, Emira, 

At length I find I’m more a fon than lover; 

I can, no longer live, and ftill be filent:. 

If nothing lefs can fave him from thy fury, 

I will difclofe the whole. 

Em. Go, traitor, go, 

Accufe thyfelf or me. In fpite of thee 
Thy purpofe I’ll prevent: then fee who molt 
Will gain belief, [g°i n g* 

Sir. I fee, too cruel maid ! 

My hlood is fought and I will fhed the fiream. 
Now fate thy cruel heart with Siroes* death. 

\draw$ his Jwofd. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Cosboes. 

Co/, [entering fees ike Jworddrawn.~\ What doit 
thou, impious youth ? 

Em. [aftde.~\ O ! heavenly Powers ! 

/ 

Cof. Wretch! haft thou drawn thy lword 
againft my friend ? 

Can’ll thou refute this truth ? Tho’ none Jbefide 
Accufes thee, mine eyes are not deceiv'd; 

Say that I charge thee falfely. 

Sir. All is true : 

Yes, I am guilty ; I betray my father; 

I hate my brother, and infult Hydafpes.' 

Death, death is my defert: you are uhjufl 
If longer you delay the welcome ftmke. 

I heed nor Gods nor meh, deteft mylelfi 
And loath the light of Heaven. 

Em. [, afide. ] Ye Powets ! defend him. 

Cof. Ho! guards! fecute the prince. 

[gndrds ether. 

Em. He meant not, fir. 

Offence to me, but blind with fudden p&fiion, 
Perchance againft hihlfelf delign’d the-weapon. 

Cof. Irt Vain thou feek’ft 16 veil hii Crime With 
arts 


OF 
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Of pious falfehood. Wherefore didft thou fly ? 
Em. My flight was not from fear. 

Sir. O ! ceafe, no more : 

Hydafpes, ceafe : my greateft foe is he 

Who now would fave me; death, and death alone 

Muft end my prefent torment. 

Cof. Take thy wifli ? 

Thou haft few moments, traitor, more to live. 
Em. What fays my king ? On Shoes’ life pro¬ 
long’d 

Depends your own: he has not yet confefs’d 
The accomplice of his crime : with him would die 
The important fecret. 

Cof. True. How much, Hydafpes, 

I owe thy love : be ever near me ftill. 

Sir. So may you run perhaps on certain fate : 
Who knows but that Hydafpes may betray you l 
Em. Who, I betray him ! 

Sir. Every one may prove 
A foe conceal’d; take heed nor truft appearance : 
Who can difcern the traitor ? 

Cof. Peace and leave me. 

Sir. You think me faithlefs; hence alone 
The fecret pangs I feel: 

What tongue can make the traitor known— 
[ajide^\ O ! torture to conceal. 


A father 
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A father, hence your fon you fend. 

And fend with doom fevere : 

Yet think what dangers how impend. 

And O ! to few your truft extend; 

But learn in time to fear. [Exit guarded. 


SCENE IV. 

CoSROES, EMIRA. 

Em: [i afide .] The king is thoughtful. 

Cof. [to himfelf.~\ From fuch numerous proofs 
I know my fon is guilty—yet thofe words— 

Em. [, afide .] Perhaps his mind begins to admit 
fufpicions 

Suggefied thus by Siroes. 

Cof. [to himfelf ,Can it be ! 

Hydafpes to betray me ? 

Em. If he once 

Sufpeht my truth, my purpofe half is loft. 

He heeds me not—We are alone—the time 
Now calls upon me— 

Cof. He perhaps that’s guilty 
Accufes him to make his crime the lefs. 

By partnerlhip of treafon. 

Em. Now, Emira, [draws her Jword . 

Now flay the victim to thy father’s ghoft. 


VOL, III. 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Medarses. 

Med. My lord. 

Em. [ajide.~\ O ! heavenly powers ! 

Med. Hydafpes, fay 
What means that weapon ? 

'Em. At his foot to lay 
The pledge of loyalty : there are who durft 
Excite his Fear of me. My jealous honour 
Admits not doubt—Hydafpes deem’d a traitor! 
Yes, Siroes here has touched me—Mighty Gods! 
"Has touch’d my inmoft heart, and till this truth 
Be deeply fearch’d, behold me now difarm’d 
And Cofroes’ prifoner. 

Cof. O ! exalted faith ! 

Med. Perchance my brother fought another 
name 

To veil his crime, 

Cof. Hydafpes, to its place 
Return thy fword, to wear in my defence. 

Em. Forgive me, when a monarch’s life’s in 
danger 

A fhadow is a fubftance ; From your mind 
Be banifh’d firft the doubt that wrongs Hydafpes, 
Then to its place return the unfullied weapon. 

Fit guardian for your fafety. 


Cof. 
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Cof. No, Hydafpes, 

Refume thy fword. 

Em. I muft not, Sir, obey you. 

Cof. ’Tis my command. 

Em. What you command, Hydafpes 
No longer dares oppofe. But yet permit me 
To leave the court, left new fufpicions, rais’d 
By enviouS minds, fhould taint my innocence. 

Cof. No ; ’tis my will Hydafpes 'fhould remain 
To watch my danger, 

Em. I ? 

Cof. Yes, thou Hydafpes. 

Em. Who can to me enfure the faith of numbers 
To whom your life is trufted ? I muft ftand 
Pledg’d for the truth of each—Had I myfelf 
The foie difpofal-• 

Cof. ’Tis enough—in thee 
That power be veiled : from the royal guards 
Take thofe approv’d the truftieft : at thy will, 
Difpofe and change them; and the care be thine 
To find the latent traitor. 

Em. I obey 

The royal will, and truft no lurking treafon 
Will long be hidden from my fearching eyes. 
\afide7\ My veffel now has nearly reach’d the 
port. 
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From every Fear your mind releafe, 

Cpmpofe your beating heart to peace ; 

For you my caFes fhall never ceafe : 

Still think me juft and true. 

That moment I forget to obey 
The duties claim’d by fovereign fway, 

And wrong my king, may Heaven repay 

The wrong with vengeance due, [Exit, 

SCENE vr. 

Cosroes, Medarses. 

Med. ’Tis wondrous, fure, to find fiuch loyalty 
In one a ftranger born ; but yet, my king, 

All this fuffices not: our deftiny 
Demands a ftronger pledge. 1 
Cof. Before this day 

Declines, thou ftialt be partner in my throne: 
Then little can one madman’s pride prevail 
Againft the power of two united kings. 

Med. Your love to me will but incenfe him 
more: 

Already Siroes has feduc’d the people, 

And numbers own his caufe : feditious threats 
Are heard on'every hand.—Alas ! my lord, 
Unlefs the plant is rooted from the foil, 

It ftill mull grow and fpread to our annoyance. 

A remedy is fure—but harfh to fpeak— 
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The head once fever’d, faction in the vulgar 
Soon lofes all its vigour. 

Cof. Oh ! my heart 

Recoils from fuch a deed- 

Med. ’Tis true, the thought 
Congeals my blood.—No other way remains 
To enfure your fafety, but to pardon Siroes, 

And raife him to the throne.—To him, my father, 
I gladly yield the now contefted fway. 

To wander far an exile from my country. 

And eafe his fears of me : fhould this be little. 
My vital blood fhall gladly flow to appeafe him : 
Strike here, and deem me happy in the wound 
That renders peace to him who. gave me being. 

Cof. I feel my eyes o’erflow with tendernefs: 
Ah ! dear Medarfes, let me hold thee thus, 

Clofe to my heart. Why did not Heaven beftow 
Two fons like thee ! 

Med. Alas! could I refufe 
My worthlefs life to buy your future fafety, 

I were indeed unworthy fuch a father. 

From you the light of Heaven I drew. 

And now I Hand prepar’d for you 
My life or death to find. 

My life, if living I can cure 
The anxious pangs you now endure. 

Or death, if dying I enfure 

Your future peace of mind, [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Cosroes alone. 

No, Cofroes, no—thou canft no longer doubt. 
And Siroes is the traitor.—Juftice now 
Should fentence guilt; but O ! I cannc^: fix* 

My weak refolves; and midft my deep refentment 

A remnant of paternal kindnefs 

Here lingers in my breaft and pleads his caufe. 

With anger and with love opprefs’d, 

Thofe tyrants of the human breaft. 

What foes my peace aflail! 

While jealoufy would guard the throne. 
While pity would preferve the fon. 

All hopes from counfel fail. 

This way and that my foul to bend. 

The father and the king contend. 

While neither can prevail. [Exit. 


SCENE VIII. 

Apartments, with a view of the royal gardens. 

Siroes difarmed. Araxes. 

Ar. He who refufes fuccour jultifies 
The rigour of his fate : defpair, my prince. 


Not 
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Not virtue makes you thus condemn in me 
A zeal that has improv’d the people’s Favour 
In your behalf. 

Sir. The ftroke of adverfe Fate 
|s conquer’d by endurance. 

Ar. Seldom Fortune 
Is friend to merit; and fhe takes offence 
That ever man fhould more confide in virtue 
Than in her partial favours. 

Sir. Know, the foul 

That warms this bofom would far rather bear 
The pangs of fuffering innocence than find 
Such happinefs as follows profperous guilt. 

Ar. That innocence is little priz’d which meets 
The world’s reproach.—The vulgar from events 
Direct their judgment, and believe thofe guilty 
Whom Fortune has deprefs’d. 

Sir. Enough for me 

To know myfelf and die with felf-applaufe. 

Ar. Still in defpite of this too rigid virtue. 

The care be mine to fave you from your father, 
Unjuft and cruel Cofroes : yes, the people. 

The fquadrons will unite in fuch a caufe. 

Sir. But this is furely treafon, not defence. 
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Jr. Since you, though innocent, would lofe 
That aid a- friend fupplies : 

To meet the conflict you refufe, 

My valour fhall fuffice; 

And few the treafon will accufe 

By which a traitor dies. [Exit. 


SCENE IX. 

Siroes, Medarses. 

Med. Alone, my brother ? 

Sir. I have ever with me 
The fad fociety of adverfe Fortune. 

Med. Thy happinefs is furely now fecur’d. 

This inftant Cofroes will be here : perchance 
He.comes to give thee comfort. 

Sir. See what comfort 
My deftiny has fent: inftead of Cofroes 
Medarfes comes. 

Med. Yes, doubtlefs ’tis thy wifh 
Without a witnefs to receive thy father: 

So might’ll thou pradlife every foothing art 
To varnilh o’er thy guilt; but could thy folly 
E’er hope Medarfes would confent to this ? 

Sir. Thou art deceiv’d : as gladly would I fpeak 
When thou art prefent: he who knows not guilt 

Ne’er 
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Ne’er feels the glow of fhame.—In feeing thee. 
It only grieves me to reflect our blood 
Flow’d from one common fpring. 

Med. I alk no virtues 
But royalty and empire. 


SCENE X. 

Enter Coseoes and Emira. 

Cof. [ entering .] Guard, HydafpeS,' 

The entrance here, and let Laodice 
Be near to wait my bidding. 

Em. I obey. [retires apart . 

Cof. Medarfes, leave us. 

Med. Muft I leave you, fir ? 

And fhould I be accus’d, what friend will theft 
Defend my innocence ? 

Cof. I will defend it. 

Sir. [to Med.] Remain, if fo thou wilt. 

Cof. [to Sir.] No, I would firfi: 

Converfe with thee alone. 

Med. And can you, fir, 

Intruft yourfelf with him ? 

Cof Enquire no further : 

Leave us, Medarfes. 

Med. I obey; but yet- 

Cf 
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Cof. No more, Medarfes—go—retire awhile. 
Med. [ajided\ My cruel fortune now begins to 
frown. [Exit. 

SCENE XI. 

Cosroes, Siroes. Emira apart. 

Cof. Sit, Siroes, now, and liften while I fpeak. 

[fts. 

Behold I come a father or a judge. 

Even as thyfelf would’ft choofe me. If a father. 
Then mark how far my clemency extends; 

Or, if a judge, obferve how well with thee 
I can fupport the duty. 

Sir. Siroes fears not 

The name of judge, and venerates the father. 

[fits. 

Cof. May I expert the obedience of a fon 
To one command ? Speak not till I have finifh’d— 
But hear me with refpedl. 

Sir. I promife, fir. 

Till you permit my fpeech, to attend in filence. 
Em. [hearing them.~\ What would he fay ? 

Cof. I fee thee, Siroes, guilty 
Of many crimes; but let me firft recall them 
To thy remembrance. I from thee requir’d 
An oath that might fecure the kingdom’s peace. 
And this thou didft refufe. I pardon’d thee. 


And 
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And thou, ungrateful, didft abufe my mercy. 

A paper told me that fome traitor lurk’d 
Among!! my deareft friends ; and while my mind 
Was labouring with fufpenfe and anxious terror, 

I found thee, then conceal’d in my apartment. 
What would I more ? Medarfes has himfelf 

Reveal’d thy crimes- 

Sir. And can you, fir, believe-* 

Cof. Obferve thy promife, hear me and be 
filent. 


Em. [to lierfelf ] Unhappy prince ! 

Cof. All vent complaints again!! thee. 

Thou haft feoff'd at all decorum in the court; 
And from thy infolence is none fecure. 

Medarfes bears^hy infults; and thy love 
Has rafhly dar’d to affront Laodice, 

Nay offer threats; and even, before my eyes, 
Thou would!! have flain Hydafpes. Add to thefe 
The people’s murmurs rais’d again!! my peace. 

Excited firft by thee- 

Sir. Ah ! falfehood all! 

Cof. Obferve thy promife, hear me and be filent. 
Behold me now, provok’d by fuch exceffes> 

As if compell’d to fentence thee ; and yet 
I pardon all, and blot them from remembrance. 
Come then, my fon, let us again revive 
The love of child and parent. Name the traitor. 
Or thofe that fhare his treafon : from the offender 
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An injur’d father claims no recompenfe 
But penitence fincere and future truth. 

Em. [to herfel/7\ I fee that Siroes now is 
greatly mov’d: 

Alas ! fhould he betray me—— 

Sir. O !’ my lord, 

I cannot fpeak 

Co/. Then hear rne,—Doft thou fear 
For him tK»t’s guilty ? Know thy fear is vain. 

If thou art he, confeffion to a father 
Abfolves the crime and fmooths thy path to 
empire ; 

But if thou art not he, difclofe his name 
And freely I forgive him. If thou wilt, 

Receive this royal hand, the pledge of pardon. 
Em. [afide.~\ • Alas! I fear. 

Sir. O ! could I furely know 
Your juftice never would purfue the treafon, 

I might reveal- 

Em. [interrupting them haftily/ Does not my 
lord remember 

That now Laodice awaits his leifure ? 

Sir. [afideH\ O ! Heavens! what means fhe 
here ? 

Cof. [to Em.] I know it well: 

Retire Hydafpes. 

Em. I obey my fovereign. 
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[a/ide to Sir.] Perfidious! dare not now betray 
my fecret. [retires. 

Sir. [afide. ] Cruel Emira 1 

Co/, [to Sir.] Siroes, fpeak, retrieve 
My pall affections.—Still, ftill art thou filent ? 
Why art thou thus difturb’d ? 

Sir. O ! Heaven ! 

Co/. I fee 

Thou canft not bear to hear without emotion 
Laodice but nam’d. In this, my fon, 

Thou fhalt be happy : I will here prevent 
Thy warmeft wifhes; I confefs my weaknefs; 

I love Laodice, (with fhame I own it,) 

And yet to thee refigp "her : only fpeak, 

Difclofe the hidden fnare, fecure my peace, 

And take her for thy bride.. 

Sir. You would not, fir. 

Believe your fon- 

Em. [interrupting them/ Laodice impatient 
Has prefs’d to be admitted; and in fear 
She might intrude upon your privacy, 

I have difmifs’d her hence. 

Co/. And is fhe gone ? 

Em. She is, my king. 

Co/, i Go, hafte and call her back. 

Em. I go, my lord-Thou wilt not fure be¬ 
tray me ? [a/de to Sir. 


Sir. 



206 siroes. [act ii. 

Sir. [afide .] What anguifh do I fuffer ? 

. Cof. Speak, my fon, 

Laodice is thine—What would’ft thou more ? 

I fee thee ftill in doubt. 

Sir. I never lov’d 

Laodice-and yet I muft not fpeak. 

Cof. fifing^] Perfidious S now too plain I read 
thy purpofe. 

To live a traitor and a traitor die. 

What could’ft thou further afk ? I feal thy pardon. 
Invite thee to my throne, and to thy arms 
Refign a maid, the obje£t of my love ; 

Yet all will not fuffice. My death, my blood, 

I know thou long haft fought. Unworthy fon ! 
Indulge thy wifti: behold me here before thee. 
Unguarded and alone—Inhuman ! now. 

Difarm me now, and plunge the weapon here. 

[ points to his hreaft. 

Em. \jnterpofing.~] What caufe excites fuch 
anger in my king ? 

I muft not leave you thus without defence ? 
Behold me here. 

Cof. Go, Bring Laodice. 

[Exit Emira. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

CoSROES, SlBOES. 

Sir. My lord, if e’er I lov’d Loadice, 

May Heaven in juftice- 

Cof. Do not tempt the Gods 
Again with perjuries. 


SCENE XIII. 

Enter Laodice, and Emira. 

Laod. I come, my lord, 

Obedient to your fummons. 

Cof. Hear me, Siroes, 

’Tis the laft time : once more I offer mercy. 

Speak and afcend the throne; and with the throne 
Poflefs Laodice; but if thou Hill 
Perfift in filence, in a dungeon’s gloom 
Expedt thy death. Hydafpes, in my Head, 

Shall here be prefent, name to him the traitor, 

I leave thee for awhile, do thou improve 
The few remaining moments; but if then 
Thou fee’ll; the thunder fall, the fault is thine 
That haft refus’d to avert the impending ftroke. 


By 
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By thee my pity now is flown. 

My breaft with rage on flame ; 

And, traitor, ’tis by thee alone 
I bear a tyrant’s name. 

Thou can’ft not fay the guilt is mine. 

That fentence waits on thee : 

O! •no, ingrate, r tis only thine 

And not the king’s decree. [Exit. 


SCENE XIV. 

Siroes, Emira, Laodice. 

Sir. [to himfelf.~\ On what fhall I refolve ? 

Em. Ye happy lovers, 

Hydafpes joys to fee your fortune fmile. 

O ! what has future time in ftote for Perfia 
From fuch an union ; fhould the riflng offspring 
Refledl the mother’s charms and father’s virtues ? 

Sir. [to hinifelf.~\ And does fhe mock me too ? 
Lctod. May favouring Heaven 
Improve the gladfome omen ! Silent ftill ? 

He feems irrefolute and loft in thought. 

Em. [to Sir.] Speak, for ’twere madnefs longer 
to diffemble. 

Sir. O ! Heavens !—Away and leave me, 

Em. Well thou know’ft 
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The king has charg’d thee in Hydafpes’ prefence 
To choofe a prifon or Laodice. 

Laod. On what wilt thou refolve ) 


Sir. I leave Hydafpes 

To fix my choice : his will (hall be my law. 
Meantime I go, amidft my chains, to expedl 
What fate determines next, 

Em. I know not, prince- 

Sir. Thou haft known enough to torture me 
till now, 

[a/ide,~] And may Emira {hare the pangs I fuffer. 


My breaft a thoufand paffions rend, 

A thoufand racking doubts contend > 

On thee my laft refolves depend ; [to Em,. 

To rule my heart is thine. 

Say, muft I now for death prepare ? 

At your command my fate I dare : 

Or fhould you bid me woo the fair. 

Your will, alas! is mine. [Exit, 


SCENE XV. 

Emira, Laodice, 

Em. [afide.~\ How {hall I now addrefs Laodice? 
Laod. Hydafpes, on the fentence of thy lips 
My happinefs and Perfia’s fate depend. 


vol. in. 


Em, 
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Em. It feems that unconftrain’d Laodice 
Would give herfelf in marriage ties to Siroes. 

Laod. Thai were indeed a blifs. 

Em. You love him theft ? 

Laod. My fbndefl thoughts are his. 

Em. And do you hope 
His hand will ever- 

Laod. Yes, by thee I hope 
To fee it giveft to mine. 

Em. Your hopes are vain. 

Laod. And wherefore, fay ? 

Em. Shall I difclofe my fecret ? 

Laod. With freedom fpeak. 

Em. I am myfelf a lpver; 

Forgive my boldnefs—I adore your beauties. 

Laod. Mine, mine, Hydafpes ? 

Em. Yours, Laodice ? 

Ah! who unmov’d could view thofe locks af 
gold, 

Thofe rofeate cheeks, and lips of coral hue. 

That ivory bread, and thofe foft-beaming eyes ? 
Ah ! fhould you doubt what flame confumes my 
heart 

£.ook in this face and read my paffion there. 

Laod. And filent yet till now- 

Em. Till now refpe<fr 
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Reftrain’d my tongue. 

Laod. Then mark me well, Hydafpes, 

I never can return thy love. 

Em. O ! .Heaven ! 

Too cruel fair. 

Laod. If if be true thou lov’ft me, 

Be friend to my affections; give to me, 

With virtue that becomes thy noble nature. 

The prince belov’d. 

Em. You claim too much from virtue. 

Laod. Siroes is loft. 

Em. Heaven guards the innocent. 

Laod. If hope to thee lhould feign thou haft 
my pity, 

Know hope deceives thee 
Em. Can you be fo cruel ? 

Laod. My cruelty was taught me by Hy¬ 
dafpes. 

Em. O ! give me patience, Heaven ! 

Load. Yes, while I live, 

I’ll hate thee ftill, nor (halt thou e’er have caufe 
To feoff at my misfortunes. 

Em. Yet one comfort 

At lead remains—both (hare the pangs of love. 
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Laod. When fafe in port my vefiel rides. 

You drive me back to ftormy tides, 

And fink me in the main. 

But love may give you foon to know 
An equal fhare of equal woe. 

Such woe as I fuftain. 

[Exit. 


SCENE XVI. 

Emira alone. 

Such various fhapes, as love and hatred fway, 

I take by turns, that oft my mind perplex’d 
In paffion’s maze, fcarce knows its own defign. 
I hate the tyrant, and to take his life 
Would fingly little fear a thoufand bands 
Of foes in arms: but then the thought recurs 
That he is father to the man I love. 

Yes, Siroes is myfelf, and O ! with grief 
I fee his danger which myfelf have caus'd : 

But when I think he is the tyrant’s fon, 

O ! then my heart is rent with fecret anguifh, 
Alike in hatted, and in love unhappy. 

Why was not I by Heaven decreed, 

A fhepherdefs to tread the plain ? 

My bofom then no cares would breed, 

But care my tender lambs to feed 
And join in love fome fimple fwain. 

6 


But 



ACT II.] 


SIROES. 


213 


But princes, bom in regal Itate, 

Still find their fortune infincere ; 

Since near the throne for ever wait 
In- ambufh plac’d—Deceit and Fear. 

[Exit. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT i'll. SCENE I, 

A court yard • 

Cosroes, Araxes. 

Cof. Araxes, he muft die : enough till now 
Has nature pleaded for him in this bofom, 

Ar. Who will enfure you, fir, that, Siroes dead. 
The people will not feek to avenge his death ? 
And that the means employ’d to quell the tumults, 
May not increafe them ? 

Cof. Be it thine, Araxes, 

With vigorous fecrecy to oppofe the plans 
Of thefe feditious ; and to them be fhewn, 

The fever’d head of my degenerate fon. 

Soon fhalt thou fee rebellion’s current dried 
When once the fountain fails, 

Ar. Before we prove 
A remedy like this, we may employ 
Some other not fo dreadful. 

Cof. And what other 
Remains untried ? Hydafpes and myfelf 
Have toil’d, and toil’d in vain,—this rebel fon 
Thirds for my blood, refufes every gift, 

And dill pe*fifts in ohftinate concealment. 


Ar. 
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Ar. Then muft I, - O ! my liege- 

Cof. Yes, go—Araxes, 

His death is needful for me; I pronounce 
The fatal fentence—but, 0 Heaven ! I feel 
My heart congeal’d, my eyes o’erflow’d with tears, 
And fhedding Siroes’ blqod I fhed my own. 

Ar. With Smguifh I obey; but yet, my lord, 

I will obey : ’tis true I’m Siroes' friend, 

But I am Cofroes’ fubje& : well my heart. 

My loyal heart knows what that name implies, 
That all mull yield before its facred duties. 

To keep a loyal fubjedf’s name 
Your blood I cruel fhed : 

Whene’er a monarch’s peace may claim 
A guilty rebel’s head, 

We praife the tyrant’s law, and blame 
The heart to pity bred. [Exit. 


S E C N E II. 

Cosrqes alotie. 

Before I prov’d the frowns of angry Heaven, 

I then was blefl in life and bleft in empire : 

But to preferve them, fince my heart muft fuffer 
A punifhment fo dreadful, life and empire 
Are both a burden. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Laodice. 

Laod. Hafte, my king ! the palace 
Is now encompafs’d by a rebel-band 
That call for Siroes. 

Cof. They (hall have their wifh : 

They fhall—already to a faithful arm 
His death is given in charge : perhaps even now 
Through many a wound his treacherous foul is fled. 
And thus I give him to his friends. 

Laod. O Heaven! 

Wretched Laodice !—What have you done ? 

\to Cof. 

Cof. What have I done ? Aveng’d offended 
majefty. 

Aveng’d offended love, thy wrongs and mine. 

Laod. O ! you are deceiv’d ! Reverfe the cruel 
order, 

The prince has never injur’d you in love— 

’Twas falfehood, falfehood all. 

Cof. What fay’fl thou—ha ! 

Laod. In vain I ftrove to win the heart of Siroes, 
Till fir’d with rage, to punifh his difdain, 

I forg’d the tale. 

Cof. Haft thou betray’d me too ? 

Laod. 
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Laod. Yes, Cofroes, here behold the criminal: 
Let me be flain, but let the guiltlefs live. 

Cof. What, guiltlefs ! he who fought a father’s 
life ? 

Who kindled in thy bread the flame of love ?. 
He’s guilty, guilty of the word of treafon; 

Guilty of pleafing thee—and he fhall die. 

Laod. To obtain the life of a devoted fon. 

And from a father, was a gift fo mighty 
I ought not to have hop’d it.—What avail 
Thefe haplefs charms, that fail to move your pity ? 
You never lov’d me, ’twas deception all. 

Cof. Ungrateful maid! I lov’d thee but too 
well: 

I meant to feat thee on the Perfian throne; 

Nor is this all: within my bofom brood 
A thoufand cares : I know that thou art falfe. 

And yet, (O ! fhame to think i) I could confefs 
That many pangs I feel are caus’d by thee. 

Laod. Then yield, my lord, to my entreaties 
yield: 

O ! fave the prince, and let my death appeafe you, 

Moft happy if my blood- 

Cof. Laodice, 

Depart: by feeking thus to fave his life. 

Thou mak’ft his guilt the more—thy fuit offends 
me. 


Laod. 
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Laod. The tigrefs fee by nature flung, 
When, danger threatens- near. 

Impetuous flies to guard her young 
Againft the hunter’s fpear. 

I ne’er like thine a heart have known, 

No love can there refide ; 

Nor pity can in him be fhown 

By. whom a foii has died. [Exit. 


SCENE IV. 

Cosroes alone. 

Now let us fee how far.my fate will urge 
Her barbarous rigour yes. I’ll meet it all. 


SCENE V. 

Enter Emira. 

Em. O fir ! releafe the prince, reftore him now 
To appeafe the furious people : threatening loud 
On every hand, with undiftinguifh’d cries 
They vent their maddening rage, and in a moment 
From fhoutiiig multitudes're founds the name 
Of Siroes. 

Cof. Is the tumult then fo high ? • 

, Em- The lowed: of the vulgar now afliime 

The 



SIROES. 


219 


ACT IIJ.] 

The pride of rebels ; in ten thoufand hands 
Ten thoufand falchions flafh; and fuch the frenzy 
That creeping age and timorous childhood fly 
With arms and weapons to fupply 'the flrpng. 

Cof. Refill the tumult yet fome moments longer 
And I no more fhall fear it. 

Em', Say, what mean 
My fovereign’s words ? 

Cof. Already is Araxes 
Difpatch’d by my command to flay my fon. 

Em. And could’lt thou thus refolve—revoke, 
O Heaven! 

The fatal fentence—I'myfelf will go 
The harbinger of mercy—give me, fir, 

The royal fignet. 

Cof. Thou in vain demand’d it: ■ 

His death mull be my fafety. 

Em. O ! how chang’d 

Art thou from Cofroes ! where are now the virtues 
That grac’d thee once, companions in the throne ? 
Ah ! what will Perfia fay, and what the world ? 
Cofroes till now the idol of his fubjefts, *. 

And terror of his foes ; whofe conquering arms. 

By wealthy Ganges and th.S fertile j^Tile, 

The furtheft Ind and u3i.thinp!$ tawny fon* , 
Admir’d and fear’d ? O! think what thou hall 
loft. 

In one dread moment! If thou canll forget 


The 
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The laws of nature thus, one fatal adt 
Blots all thy glories—Still, O !' ftill refiedl. 

Yet, yet recall- 

Cof But Siroes is a traitor. 

Em. But Siroes is your fon, a fon that ever 
Was worthy you, who from his father’s deeds 
Has learn’d fo well to triumph : yet a child 
Cofroes in him avow’d his hope and joy. 

Oft have I heard that, when array’d in arms. 

You fought the foe, or came victorious home. 
His was the parting and returning kifs ; 

While playful he llretch’d out his little hands 
To clafp a father’s neck, and fearlefs fmil’d 
To fee the dazzling helm and nodding plume. 

Cof. How haft fhou wak’d remembrance ! 

Em. Yet this fon 

Is doom’d to death, and doom’d, O ! Heaven! by 
whom ? 

A father’s voice. 

Cof I can refill no longer— 

Em. O ! if my fervice ever claim’d reward, 

O ! let not Siroes perifh. Send me hence 
Refolve—a moment more the deadly ftroke 
May then be paft recall. 

Cof Here, take my fignet. 

And fly to fave him. 

Em. O ! tranfporting founds. 

[going meets Araxes. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Eater Araxes. 

Em. Araxes, Heavens ! 

Cof With anguifh in his looks—' 

O ! Gods ! 

Em. Speak, lives the prince ? 

Ar. He lives no longer. 

Em. O ! Siroes ! 

Cof. O ! my fon ! 

Ar. At once he fell. 

And by a Angle ftroke : his generous foul 
One moment linger’d on his dying lips 
To cry —“ Araxes, guard my father’s life—” 

Then fled for ever. 

. Cof. O ! fupport me, Heaven ! 

Hydafpes, O ! I faint! 

Em. Inhuman ! thou ! 

Doft thou lament! and who has murder’d Siroes ? 
Say, barbarous man ! of whom do’it thou com-* 
plain ? 

Go, tyrant \ go, and from his bofom rend 
The heart ftill panting ; fate thy rage with blood. 
With filial blood ! a ipedlacle of horror. 

The ftain of Perfia and the world’s abhorrence ! 

Cof. 
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Cof. Is this Hydafpes fpeaks ? has frenzy feiz’d 
him, 

Or does he feign this madnefs ? 

Em. Till this hour 

He feign’d indeed, but feign’d till time fhould 
ferve' 

To pierce the heart of Cofroes. 

Cof. How has Cofroes 
Deferv’d thy hatrpd ? 

Em. Impious ! how deferv’d ? 

Haft thou not murder’d now my plighted lord ? 
By thee I’ve loft a father, and by thee 
Have liv’d an exile from my rightful throne. 
Behold in me thy foe—I am Emira. 

Cof. What do I hear ! 

Ar. O ! wonderful difcovery ! 

Cof. Now do I know; who ’twas feduc’d my fon. 
Em. ’Tis true, I tried, but vainly tried to fhake. 
His faith to thee—this learn for my revenge. 

And know, perfidious! from Emira’s hatred 
He watch’d thy fafety : know 'twas he who plac’d 
That warning paper : know, ’tis he who dies 
A guiltlefs victim ; know, that each fufpicion. 
And charge againft this truth was falfehood all. 

Go—think, and if thou can’ft in peace repofe. 

Cof. Araxes, let her be referv’d in chains 
To fatiate my refentment. 

Ar. 
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Ar. I obey. 

[to Em.] Refign thy.fword. 

Em. My hand alone difarms me: 

There—take my weapon. ■ [gives her /word to 
Arax. who goes out and returns with 
a guard 

[to Cof.] Be not thou deceiv’d 
To hbpe that threats can terrify Emira. 

Cof. Leave me, ingrate ! fociety like thine 
But adds to what I feel. 

Em. Let Cofroes’ guilt, 

Without my aid, fuffice to make him wretched, 

[Exit guarded. 


SCENE VII. 

Cosroes, Araxes. 

Cof. Where am I ! cruel, cruel recollection ! 
Do I yet live ? 

Ar. Take comfort, dear my lord : 

Think what may now preferve your threaten’d 
empire; 

Think of your own repole. 

Cof. I hope for none. 

My fubjedts are my enemies, and Fate 
Is arm’d againft me. Heaven has not a ftar 
That fhines on Cofroes with propitious beams ; 
And I myfelf am now my worft of foes. 

Through 
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Through every vein benumb’d tvith cold, 

I feel the lazy current roll’d. 

And, hovering round, with dread behold 
A murder’d fon’s lamented fhade. 

And now alas! too late I find, 

By me to cruel death confign’d, 

A youth the nobleft of his kind, 

A heart by every virtue fway’d. [Exit. 

Ar. Bring back the prifoner. 

[Emira brought in by the guards . 

SCENE VIII. 

\ / 

Araxes, Emira. 

Ar. Now, benignant ftars ! 

Succeed my great defigns. Retire. 

[to the guards who go out. 

Em. What would 

An impious king’s more wicked minifter ? 

Muft I prepare for death ? 

Ar. No, mighty princefs ; 

Live and preferve yourfelf ,for him you love. 

Your plighted lord—for know that Siroes lives; 
Em. Is’t poliible ? 

Ar. I gladly from the king 
Receiv’d the" fatal charge ; but’twas to employ 
The means to fave him. 

Em. 
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Em. Wherefore from the father. 

Repentant of the deed, conceal his fafety ? 

Ar. Becaufe to me it feem’d his pity rofe. 

As fear fubfided : fhould he now be told 
That Siroes lives, his pity might again 
Be chang’d to fear : for pity fways no more 
When ftronger fear prevails : the firft is rais’d 
By other’s pains, the fecond by our own. 

Em. But.where is Siroes ? 

Ar. He in chains experts 
Hisfpeedy death. 

Em. Haft thou not yet enfur’d 
The prince’s fafety ? 

Ar. I muft firft collect 
My faithful friends fecurely to conduct him. 
Where now the impatient people wait his prefence ; 
And fince the father thinks him dead, with eafe 
We may complete our purpofe. 

Em. Let us hence— [_g°i n §■ 

But ah ! Medarfes comes. 

Ar. Be not difrhay’d, 

I will depart: do you awhile remain. 

And learn what next the treacherous prince defigns: 
Fear not—be conftant. 

Em. I confide in thee. [Exit Araxes, 


vol. m. 
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SCENE IX. 

Emira, Medarses. 

Em. What caufe difturbs you, fir ? 

Med. All is in tumult. 

And would’ft thou have me unconcern'd Hy- 
dafpes ? 

Em. [afide.~\ As yet he knows me not. [to Med.] 
Then let us hence 
To oppofe thefe daring rebels. 

Med. Other fuccour 

Our danger claims—I haften now to Siroes. 

Em. And mean’ll thou then to free the unwor- • 
thy author 
Of all our evils ? 

Med. Think me not fo fenfelefs— 

I go to take his life. . 

Em. I heard that Siroes 
Had breath’d his laft. 

Med. Ha ! dead ! by whom, Hydafpes ? 

Em.' I know not whom, for doubtful and 
confus’d 

To me the rumour came. And thou, Medarfes, 
Didft thou not hear ? 

Med. The tidings never reach’d me. 

6 


Em. 
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Em. Then ’twas fome fiction by the people 
fram’d. 

Med. No matter what: alive or dead, it now 
Imports me much that Siroes fhould be found. 

Em. I go before thee, and whate’er thy purpofe, 
Hydafpes will perform—I’ve heard enough. 

[ afide, Exit. 


SCENE X. 

Medarses alone. 

No, if a brother crofs my path to empire. 

He muft not live : though nature fhrinks to a£t, 
Neceffity compels it. Time that prefles. 

Big with furrounding evils, leaves me now 
No other means, and in the laft extreme 
Of dailger, every remedy is juft. 

Though brother’s blood may ftain the crown. 
Its fplendor ne’er decays : 

The crime that leads us to the throne, 
Condemn’d for ill fuccefs alone. 

All, when fuccefsful, praife. [Extl, 


0 2 
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SCENE XI. 

A fart of the caftle defined for the frifon of Siroes. 
Siroes alone. 

I’m weary now of fuffering, cruel Gods! 

If our anger longer : what to me avail 
My innocence and virtue ? While the loyal 
Remain deprefs’d, the traitor is exalted. 

If thus Aftraga weighs the deeds of men. 

Or chance muft rule, or innocence is guilt. 


SCENE XII. 

Enter Emira. 

Em. [entering.'] Araxes truly fpoke, my Siroes 
lives. 

„ Sir. Emira! fay, how haft thou gain’d admit¬ 
tance 

Amidft my rigorous guards ? 

Em. This royal fignet 
’ Procur’d me entrance. 

Sir. Whence didft thou receive it ? 

Em. From Cofroes’ felf. 

Sir If to conclude my woes,, 

My father choofes thee his minifter; 
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For fuch a death, to die by hands fo lov’d, 
I pardon all the malice of my fate. 

Em. Then hear and judge Emira- 


&.£ BNE XIII. 

Enter -Medarses. 

Med. \entering.~\ Fear not, guards. 

The king has fent me. 

Em. O ! ye Powers ! 

Med. Hydafpes 

Already here, and here without thy fword 
In my defence ? 

Em. But now, upon my entrance. 

The guards difarm’d me—Would to Heaven 
Araxes 

Were yet-arriv’d ! \aftde looking out. 

Sir. And does Medarfes come 
Again to infult me ? On what diftant fliore 
Can $iroes hide him from a faithlefs brother ? 

Med. Peace, or thou dieft. [draws his fivard. 

Em. The guilty little fuffer 
In meeting death they wifh : fome moments (till 
Sufpend the {broke : reflection then will fhew him 
Its utmoft horrors : I meantime may vent 
My hatred in reproaches : well you know 
He. is my foe, that even within the palace 
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His fword was drawn againd Hydafpes’ life. 
Sir. Muft I endure all this ? 


Em. [afided] O ! would to Heaven, 

Araxes were arriv’d ! [ looking out. 

Sir. And can Hydafpes, 

Forgetting faith and friendfhip, join a traitor ? 
Med. Peace or thou died. 


Sir. Kill, kill me, cruel man; 

The death were doubly welcome, that remov’d 
Such objects now, fo painful to my fight. 

Med. Die then—my heart recoils. [afide. 

Em. [afide.] Help, mighty Gods ! 

Med. [ ajtde.~\ I feel, I know not how, fome 
fecret horror 
Unnerve my arm. 

Sir. Barbarian ! why this paufe ? 

Em. [afide.'] And yet he comes not. 

[looking out. 

Med. [afide.] What unmans me thus ? 

Em. [to Med.] Thy colour changes: to my 
. hand refign 

The weapon, and by me fhall juft ice pierce 
His treacherous heart. Hydafpes can alone 
Exadt revenge for thofe his deeds have wrong’d. 

Med. There, ufe it in my dead. 

[gives the fword to Em. 

Sir. 
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Sir. [to Em.] And am I then 
So hateful to thee ? 

Em. [to Sir.] Now, thou falfe-one, fee 

What hope for thy efcape-Defend thyfelf, 

My deareft Siroes !—this lhall guard thy life. 

[delivers him the j'word. 

Med. What haft thou done, Hydafpes ? Wilt 
thou thus 

Betray me, him who trufts his all to thee ? 

Em. No! thou art deceiv’d; no longer I’m 
Hydafpes— 

Behold in me Emira. 

Sir. Ha! what means 
Emira now ? 

Med. Ah ! traitors! at my voice 
The guards fhall feize on both. 

Sir. Peace or thou dieft. [threatens him. 


SCENE XIV. 

Enter Araxbs, and Guards. 

Ar. Hafte, Siroes, hafte, 

Med. Defend thy lord, Araxes. 

Ar. Araxes comes but in defence of Siroes. 

Med. Perfidious traitor! [to Sir.] All Selucia 
yields 

To your command: then let us not delay. 

But 
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But with your prefence cheer your faithful friends. 
The paflage now is free ; and thefe I leave 
For your protection: come and learn, my prince. 
What I till now have, wrought for your deli¬ 
verance. [Exit. Guards remain . 

SCENE XV. 

Siroes, Emira, Medarses, Guards. 

Med. O ! Heavens ! all, all forfake me! 

Em. Let us go, 

My deareft Siroes, nor negletft the gdod 
By favouring fortune given : purfue my Heps, 
Behold the path that leads you to the throne. 

Sir. Is it then true, thou treafure of my. foul. 
That thou no longer now art Siroes’ foe ? 

What torture did I feel to think thee falfe ? 

Em. And couldft thou ever doubt Emira’s 
truth ? 

Sir. Forgive me, bell belov’d, but Siroes lives 
A wretch fo hateful now to every liar; 

What elfe might feem impoffible, if leagu’d 
Again!! my peace, I can believe it all. 

Em. Think not thofe eyes {hall ever ceafe 
To rule Emira’s heart; 

Nor think that I would yvound thy peace. 

With wiles of female art. 


Thofe 
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Thofe eyes, whofe power could firft infpire 
The flame my breaft retains,. 

Shall nourish there the gentle fire. 

While vital breath remains. [Exit. 


SCENE XVI. 

Sieoes, Medakses, Guards. 

Med. O ! Siroes, I confefs the rightful fate 
From which, in me, you have preferv’d a traitor; 
And more, believe me, I deteft the guilt 
Than fear the punifhment. Afcend the throne.. 
But firft, as here I ftand without defence. 

Cut fhort this wretched being. 

Sir. Take thy fword : [gives his jword . 

Live'ftill, in this embrace receive my pardon. 

Do thou, with better faith, reftore 
A brother’s love, I afk no more. 

No more the paft review. 

Expert a purer peace of mind. 

Since now thy foot, from ill declin’d 
Shall honour’s paths again purfue. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XVI. 

Med'arses alone. 

Alas l I now by fad experience learn 
That innocence is flill the fureft guide. 

He who confides in guilt, fhould Fortune frown. 
Has nothing left; but he who puts his truft 
In virtue, though deprefs’d with ewery fuffering, 
Enjoys life’s fovereign blelling, peace of mind. 

A torrent foul that deeper grows. 

While wintry dorms its waves fupply; 

No longer fwell’d by melting fnows. 

And mountain floods, more flowly flows. 

And leaves at length its channel dry. 

The purer ftream, that from the veins. 

Of porous earth derives it fource. 

Though fed no more by drenching rains. 

With waters purified from ftains. 

Continues Hill its gentle courfe. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 

A/great fquare in Seleucia ; a view of the royal 
palace , with magnificent preparations for the 
coronation of Medarses, which are afterwards 
ufed for the coronation of Siroes. At the open - 
ing of the fcene a JkirmiJh appears between the 
infurgents and royal guards; the lajl are defeated 
and driven off. 

Cosroes and Emira with drawn fwords: Cos- 
row defending himfelf againfi fome of the confpi 
rators ; he falls. 

Cof. I am not conquer’d yet. 

Em. Fofbear, my friends, 

This ftroke is mine. [advancing on Cofroes. 


SCENE XVIII. 

Enter Siroes, his fword drawn. 

Sir. [ interpofing .] Emira, hold! what doft 
thou ? 

Fear not, my father, Siroes is your guard. 

Em. O ! cruel fate ! [ afide. 

Cof. And doft thou live, my fon ! 

Sir. I live, and live to die in your defence. 

Cof. And who preferv’d thy life. 


SCEI^E 
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SCENE XIX. 

Enter Araxes and people. 

. At. [ entering .] ’Twas I preferv’d him. 

I-wilh’d to free the prince, yet keep my truth 
Unfhaken to my king : your faithful people 
Require no more. • If Cofroes fhould refufe 
To abfolve me for the paft, the power is his 
To punilh my deceits 

•. Cof, O J fair deceit! 

SCENE LAST. 

Enter Medarses, and Laodice. 

Med. My father. 

Laod. O ! my king.' 

Med. [kneels,']. Behold Medarfes 
Now fues for pardon, or for punifhmenr. 

Laod. I 'too am guilty, and fubmiffive bend 
Before my judge : ’twas I that chiefly rais’d 
This cruel tempeft. 

Cof. Siroes is the offended. 

Sir. Siroes forgets the offenders and the of¬ 
fence ; ' • • 


And 
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And thou, Emira, calm at length thy anger. 

Ah ! think how ill the name of foe unites 
With her, the object of my foul’s affedlion: 
Difmifs thy love, or think no more of ven¬ 
geance. 

, Em. I can refill no longer : fuch example 
Of godlike virtue from my bread; removes 
All former hatred. 

Cof. [to Em.] Henceforth let the throne 
With you for ever prove the feat of peace: 

Siroes lhall be your fpoufe. 

Em. ^ q , h a ppy day ! 

Cof. Perfia, behold your king: from me the 
crown 

Shall pafs to Shoes’ head. I gladly here 
Refign the charge ; and he whofe earlieft years 
Were fpent for you, lhall better now fullain. 
With vigorous youth, the burden of dominion. 


Chorus. 

The man, who knows that peace fincere 
Which warms the virtuous breaft, 
Forgets thofe paffi'on’s, rage and fear. 
The foes to mortal reft. 


If 
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If nourifh’d in the lap of grief. 

Our joys can vigour gain; 

This thought Ihould give the wretch relief: 
<e That pleafure follows pain.” 


END OP THE THIRD ACT. 




PERSONS OF THE DRAMA, 
Regulus. 

Manlius, the Conful. 

Attilia, Daughter to Regulus. 

Publius, Son to Regulus. 

Licinius, Tribune-of the People, in love with 
Attilia. 

Barce, a noble African Lady, a captive to Publius. 

Amilcar, Ambaflador from Carthage, in love 
with Baece. 


Scene, the Suburbs of Rome. 



R E G U L U S. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Court yard of a palace belonging to Manlius, in 
the fuburbs of Rome. Steps leading to his apart¬ 
ments. 


Attilia, 



from the Jleps. 
People. 


LiBors and 


Lie. My fair Attilia ! Heavens ! I little thought 
To find the daughter of our Regulus 
Amidft the lidlors and Plebeian throngs. 

Att. I wait the Conful’s cominer^kiQuld teach, 
him 

At leaf! to blufh : ’tis now no time^ Licinius, 

For timorous forms: five tedious |jpars my father 
Has groan’d in Africa a'wretched captive : 

None feek to obtain his freedom; I alone 
In Rome lament, and dwell upon his fufferings. 

If I were filent, who would plead his caufe ? 

i 

Lie. Ah ! fpeak not thus unjuftly. Where is he 
Who does not figh for his return, and think 
All Afric, if fubdued, were little gain’d 

vol. hi. b Should 
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Should fuch a citizen be loll to Rome ? 

I fpeak not thus from partial ties to thee : 

He is thy father, whom my foul adores : 

Beneath his light I learn’d the ufe of arms. 

And all the Roman virtue that I boall 
He firft infpir’d. 

Att. And yet, alas! I fee not- 

Lie. What could I fingly do ? ’Twas not the- 
with 

Of blind ambition urg’d me to procure 
The power of Tribune : no, by this I hop’d 
To give my purpofe weight: I now lhall call. 

The general people in the Tribune’s, name— 

Att. Referve a meafure, bold as this, to apply 
When all has elfe been tried r let us not wake 
Dillenlion ’twixt the people and the fenate : 

Thou know’ll too well the jealoufy in. each 
Of fovereign power, by each in turn abus’d: 
What one demands, the other Hill denies. 

A milder way remains. I know this inllant 
From Carthage an ambaflador to Rome 
Is here expedtejf. In Bellona’s temple 
The Fathers are aflembled to receive him s 
And there the Conful may for Regulus 
Propofe the ranfom. 

Lie. Manlius ? O ! remember 
He ever has oppos’d thy father’s counfels 
From earliell years: to trull in him were vain. 

Manlius 
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Manlius his rival ? 

Att. Manlius is a Roman, 

Nor will purfue his private enmity 

With power that ftation gives him. Let me fpeak 

To ManliuS firft and hear him. 

Lie. Choofe at leaft 

Some other place to addrefs him: let not Manlius 
Find thee thus mingled with the vulgar herd. 

Att. Yes, I would have him fee me thus, and 
feel 

A confcious fbame, thus in the public hearing 
His audience give, and make me his reply. 

Lie. He comes. 

Att. Depart, Licinius, 

Lie. O! Attilia, 

Not one kind look ? 

Att. Rem^friber, O! Licinius, 

I am a daughter, not a lover now. 

Lie. A daughter thou, indulge the care 
A father’s flate requires; 

But ah ! forget not quite, my fair. 

What faithful love infpires. 

Let no offence thy virtue take; 

Attilia may forgive 

Her thoughts of him, who for her fake 
Alone can wifh to live. [Exit. 

B 2 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Manlius from his apartment. 

Alt' One moment, Manlius, ftay and hear me 
fpeak. 

Man. Is this a place, Attilia, fuits with thee ? 
Att. It fuited not when I could boaft a father 
Unconquer’d and in freedom : now, alas! 

It fuits too well the daughter of a Have. 

Man, And wherefore corn’d thou ? 

Att. Wherefore am I come ? 

Ah ! fay how long, to every nation’s wonder, 

To Rome’s difgrace, has Regulus to languiih 
In ignominious bonds ? Swift pafs the days, 

The years are heap’d on years, and none remember 
He lives in fervitude. What crime of his 
Has merited from Romans to incur 
Such bafe forgetfulnefs ? Perhaps the love 
With which he priz’d his country’s good before 
His children and himfelf ? His great, his juft, 

His uncorrupted heart ? Perhaps, in rank. 

Of high eftate,' his noble poverty ? 

And is there one who breathes this common air 
Can Regulus forget ? W hat part of Rome 
Speaks not of him ? The public ways ? Through 
thefe 

He pafs’d in triumph once. The forum! ? There 

He 
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He gave us wholefome laws. The walls where now 
The fenate meet ? His counfels there full oft 
Have plann’d the public, fafety. Enter now 
The temples, Manlius ; mount the capital; 

And fay who deck’d them with fuch foreign tro¬ 
phies ; 

Sicilian, Punic, Tarentinian fpoils. 

Thefe very licftors, that precede thee now, 

That conful’s purple robe, thefe, thefe were once 
Beheld with Regulus—And now he’s left 
To die in bonds, and nothing more remains 
To fpeak his virtues but Attilia’s tears 
Here fhed, and fhed in vain.—Alas ! my father. 
Ungrateful citizens ! ungrateful Rome ! 

Man. Juft is thy grief, Attilia, but unjuft 
Thy accufation fince with us the fate 
Of Regulus excites indeed compaffion : 

We know what impious treatment he receives 
From cruel Carthage- 

Att. ’Tis not Carthage merits 
The name of cruel: Carthage but opprefles 
An ancient enemy, while Rome forgets 
A faithful citizen. The firft remembers 
Her injuries from him, the laft has cancell’d 
His labours for her fake : the one revenges 
In him her lhame, the other perfecutes 
The man who twin’d the laurel round her brows. 
Then which of thefe is cruel, Rome or Carthage ? 

Man. 
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Man. What can we then to avail him ? 

Aft. Let the Senate 

Now proffer to the ambaffador from Afric 
For him exchange or rarifom, 

Man. As a daughter 

Thou fpeak’ft, Attilia; but with me it fits 
To aft as Conful. We muft firft debate 
If fuch propofal glorious be to Rome. 

He who has long inur’d his hands to chains— 
Att. Whence haft thou, Manlius, learn’d thefe 
rigid maxims ? 

"Man. From great examples ever prefent to me, 
Att. Say rather, Manlius, thou haft to my father 
Been ever oppofite, 

Man , Am I to blame 
If he fubmitted to a fham’d defeat; 

If he remain’d a prifoner midft the foes ? 

Att. Ere his defeat he gave full many a proof— 
Man. The Senate pow, Attilia, are affembled, 
I can no longer ftay, Jnfpire the reft 
With maxims lefs fevere : thy voice perhaps 
May foften them arid make my rigour vain ; 
Manlius is cbftful, npt a king in Rome, 

By thefe my heart is cruel deem’d, 

And fway’d by favagfe laws; 

But grief is not a judge eftefem’d 
Impartial in her caufe, 


I kriQW 
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I know a daughter’s anxious love; 

Yet no reproach to me, 
if what fo many may approve, 

Is grief alone to thee i [Exit, 


scene in. 

Attilia alone. 

Then nothing more remains for me to hope 
From either Conful: one is abfent hence. 
And one a foe. Then let us call in aid 
The fuffrage of the people—Haplefs father i 
On what uncertain turns mull now depend 
Thy liberty and life ? 


SCENE IV. 

Enter Barce hajlily. 

Bar. My dear Attilia ! 

Attilia. 

Att. Why this hafte ? 

Bar. The ambafiador. 

From Afric is arriv’d. 

Att. Such tranfport fure 
Thefe tidings merit not. 

Bar. Others I bring 
Of far more weight, 

Att. 
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Att. Speak, Barce, what are thole ? 

Bar. With him is Regulus. 

Att. My fatlier! 

Bar. He : 

Thy father. 

Att. Barce, O J thou art deceiv’d. 

Or thou deceiv’ft Attilia. 

Bar. I myfelf 

Beheld him not—but every one— 

Att. My Publius! 

[looking out fees her brother. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Publius. 

Bub. I’m wild with tranfport! Regulus, my 
filler. 

Is now in Rome. 

Att. O ! Gods, what joyful found ! 

Conduct me to him—where, where is he, Publius ? 
O ! let us halle. 

Pub. It is not yet the time : 

He, with the ambafiador from Carthage, waits 
Admittance from the Senate. 

Att. Where, my brother. 

Where didll thou fee him ? 

Pub. Well thou know’ll, as Quaeftor, 

My 
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My office is to welcome every envoy 
From foreign ftates. I heard the ambaflador 
Of Carthage was arriv’d, and towards the gate 
Advanc’d to meet him : when I thought to view 
A face unknown from Afric, I beheld, 

With rapture I beheld, my lord, my father. 

Att. What faid he, and to him what faid my 
Publius ? 

Pub. Ere my arrival had he gain’d the ihore ; 
And filent on the Capitol, that part 
In profpedt rofe, he thoughtful fix’d his eyes. 

I faw, I knew him, cried, “ My deareft father!” 
And fwiftly ran to kifs his honour’d hand. 

He heard, he turn’d, then backward drew his Hep, 
And with that look of awful majefty. 

With which he once made conquer’d Afric tremble, 
Cf In Rome” he faid, “ no captive is a father.” 

I would have anfwer’d, but abrupt he afk’d 
If yet the Senate met, and where their meeting, 
This heard, he to the temple bent his pace,— 
Nor further fpoke. I flew to tell the Conful, 
Where {hall I find him ? I behold not here 
The attending Lidlors. 

Bar. To Bellona’s temple 
He went but now. 

Att. Is Regulus return’d 
To us a captive ? 

Pub. Yes, but well I know 


He 
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He brings the terms of peace, and that on him 
Depends his defliny. 

Alt, Who knows from Rome 
If thefe will find acceptance ? 

Pub. Had’ft thou feen 

How Rome receiv’d him, never would thy bread 
Have harbour’d doubts like thefe.—All, all, 
Attilia, 

Are wild with joy: too narrow were the ways 
To admit the fwarming throngs; each points to 
him 

With eager gaze : by what endearing titles 
I heard hith nam’d! and O! what numbers 
, view’d him, 

With eyes that moiften’d fhone with tender tears! 
What light, Attilia, for a fon like me. 

Att. Where, where is now Licinius ? Seek 
him, Publius, 

Not lhar’d with him, imperfect is my joy. 

If I rejoice, let him rejoice. 

The deareft object of my choice : 

As when, alas ! I woes fuftain. 

His bofom lhares with mine the pain. 

For ever happy may he prove 
The ties that bind his foul to love : 

Enough till now his faithful mind 

Has felt the pangs that lovers find. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Publius, Barce, 

Pub. Farewell, my lovely Barce, 

Bar. Hear me yet; 

And know’ft thou not the name of him, who comes 
Ambaflador from Carthage ? 

Pub. Yes ; he’s call’d 
Amilcar. 

Bar. Is he Hanno’s fon ? 

Pub. The fame. 

Bar. [ afide .] It is, it is my love. 

Pub. Thy colour changes— 

What can this mean ? Perhaps from him proceeds 
Thy coldnefs fhewn to Publius. 

Bar. Sir, from you 

And from Attilia, have I prov’d fuch goodnefs, 

As never yet to feel a captive’s chains: 

And O! ’twere moft ungrateful to deceive you. 
Permit me to difclofe my inmoft heart: 

Know then—— 

Pub. Be filefft: I too well forefee 
Thy candour will be fatal: ’midft the draught 
Of this day’s joy, ah ! mix not deadly poifon. 

If thou art vow’d another’s ; let me ftill 
Jtemayi at leaft uncertain of my fate. 


If 
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If now fome happier object dwell 
In Barce’s gentle mind, 

Let not thy lips, my fair-one, tell 
The truth I dread to find. 

Though dire fufpicion, rankling flill, 

Can damp the purell joy. 

Yet certainty of greater ill 

Mult every hope deltroy. [Exit. 


SCENE VII. 

Barce alone . 

Is it then true that I fo foon lhall fee 
The man I love ? The firlt, the only objedl 
For which I knew affedlion ?—O ! my heart! 
How wilt thou feel-before Amilcar’s prefenc'e, 
When now thou trembled: but to hear his name ? 

She only knows, who long has mourn’d. 
When truly to rejoice ; 

Who fees again from far return’d 
The objedt of her choice. 

From flowing tears and heaving fighs. 

That hours of grief employ, 

Remembrance then the thought fupplies 
That turns to prefent joy. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

Infide of the temple of Bellona, feats for the Ro¬ 
man Senators and for the Ambaffadors of foreign 
States. Liftors guarding the feveral entrances to 
the temple ; a ’view of the Capitol and the Tiber. 

Manlius, Publius, Senators. 

Man. Let Regulus appear and with him bring 
The ambafiador from Afric :—Do the foes 
Then alk for peace ? [to Publius. 

Tub. At lead they alk to make 
Exchange of prifoners ; and to Regulus 
Have given in charge to obtain it from the Senate. 
If nothing he obtain, his faith is plighted 
For his return to Carthage, with his blood 
To anfwer Rome’s refufal. This he fwore. 

And, ere he parted, faw the preparation 
(A dreadful objedt!) for his threatened death. 
Ah ! let it ne’er be faid that to endure 

Such punifhment, a citizen like this- 

Man. No more—he comes, [the Conful, 

Publius and all the Senators take their 
places : a place remains vacant next the 
Conful, formerly occupied by Regulus. Re¬ 
gulus and Amilcar pafs between the Lie- 
tors, who open their ranks to receive them, 
and clofe again after they are pajfed, 
Regulus on entering the Temple, fops 
for a Jhort time in a-thoughtful attitude. 

SCENE 
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SCENfi IX. 

Manlius, Publius, Senators, Rbgulus, 
Amilcar. 

Amil. [ afide to Reg.] Why, Regulus, this 
paufe ? 

Say, is this place to thee fo new an object ? 

Reg. [to Amil.] I think what hence I went, and 
what return. 

Amil. [addrejjing the Con[uli\ The Senators of 
Carthage, who defire 

To Iheathe the flaughtering fword have fent by me 
Their greeting to the Senators of Rome : 

If Rome defire a peace, they fend it now. 

Man. Sit then and fpeak their purpofe. 

[Amil. Jits, 
[to Reg.] Regulus, 

Approach, and re-afiume thine ancient feat. 

Reg. Firft tell me, who are thefe ? 

Man. The confcript Fathers. 

Reg. And who art thou ? 

Man. Doft thou fo little know 
The Conful Manlius ? 

Reg. Tell me : with the Conful 
And reverend Fathers fliall a Have have place ? 

Man. No! but for thee the rigour of her laws 
a Rome 
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Rome now forgets; for thee, to whom (he owes 
Such numerous triumphs. 

Reg. But if Rome forget, 

I bear them here engrav’d. 

Man. [ afide .] Whoe’er beheld 
Such rigid virtue ? 

' Pub. Nor can Publius now 
Be feated longer here. [pif eg ' 

Reg. What doft thou, Publius ? 

Pub. I but fulfill my duty : if the father 
Refufe a feat, it fits the fon to rife. 

Reg. Are then the manners now fo chang’d in 
Rome ? 

Before I fail’d for Afric, ’twas a crime, 

In public cares, to think of private duties. 

Pub. But yet— 

Reg. Sit, Publius, fit, and leam henceforth 
To fill thy place more nobly. 

Pub. Such refpedl 

Sure nature juftly claims before a father. 

Reg. When he was vanquilh’d, then thy father 
died. 

Man. Now let Amilcar fpeak. [Publius Jits. 

Amil. To Regulus 

Has Carthage given in trull to make to Rome 
Her wilhes known : what he lhall fpeak, is fpokerr 
By me and Carthage. 


Man. 
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Man. Regulus then fpeak. 

Amil. [afide to Reg.] Remember now if no- 
thing^thoir obtain 

Thou then haft fworn-• 

Reg. [to himl] What Regulns has fworn 
He fhall fulfill. 

Man. [afide l] His-life is now atftake. 

What words will he employ ? 

Rub. [afide .] Ye Gods of Rome ! 

Do you infpire his lips with eloquence. 

Reg. The Carthaginian foe, on this condition, 
That all he holds be now confirm’d his own. 

Of you, O ! confcript Fathers, afks a peace, 

If peace be will’d not, he at leaft demands 
A full exchange, on either fide, to end 
The mournful exile of your mutual captives : 

My counfel is on thefe—rejedt them both, 

Amil. [ 'afide .] What do I hear ? 

Pub. [afide Alas I 

Man. [afide I’m mute with wonder. 

Reg. I fhall not labour here to explain the evils 
Attendant upon peace : but if the foe 
So much defire to treat, it argues fear. 

Man. But then th’ exchange ? 

Reg. Th’ exchange conceals defigns 
To you more dangerous- 

Amil. [afide to Reg.] Regulus, remember. 

Reg. 
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Reg. [to him.~\ What Regulus has fworn he 
fhall fulfill. 

Pub. [ajide.~] O! Heavens! my father’s loll. 
Reg. Th’ exchange propos’d 
Jpcludes a thoufand mifchiefs; but th’ example 
Is more pernicious. Farewell, Fathers, then 
To Rome’s high honours, valour, conftancy. 

And military virtue, if the coward 
May hppe to efcape with liberty and life. 

What profits Rome that he to Rome returns 
Who bears upon his back the marks of fliame. 
The fervile fcourge ? Who living left his arms 
Unftain’d with hoftile blood, and bafely chofe. 
Through fear of death, to meet the vidor’s (corn ) 
O ! fhame, eternal fhame ! 

Man. Whate’er th’ exchange 
May prove, the good of Regulus alone 
Compenfates every evil. 

Reg. Manlius, no: 

Thou art deceiv’d, for Regulus is mortal, 

I feel already the decays of age. 

And little now can I avail to Rome t 
But much thofe vigorous youths, for me ex? 
chang’d, 

Will flrengthen Carthage : be not then fo blinded 
Again!! yourfelves. I to my country gave 
My beft of days, and to the foe I give 
The ufelefs remnant: let him poorly triumph 
To fee an old man die; but let him fee 

yoL. hi. s His 
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His triumph tain, when here in every part, 

A Regulus {hall rife to bleed for Rome. 

Man. [ ajide ..] Unheard-of fortitude 1 
Pub. [ajideb] O ! fatal courage ! 

Amil. [aftdei] What fentiments, till now to me 
unknown! 

Man. We mull not merely weigh what ferves 
the ftate. 

But weigh, with fervice done, the Roman honour; 
And furely Rome can ne’er with honour prove 
Ungrateful to a citizen like thee. 

Peg. Would Rome be grateful to me, Regulus 
Shall point the way to {hew her gratitude. 

Thefe rude barbarians. Fathers, dar’d to think 
My foul fo bafe, that abjedl fear of death 
Might fend me here with purpofe to betray you. 
This thought alone exceeds the {harpeft pangs 
That tyrants can inflidt—Revenge me. Fathers— 
I was a Roman once—Arm, arm with fpeed, 

And from their temples fnatch the imprifon’d 
.eagles. 

Nor {heathe your weapons, till this rival power 
Be crufh’d for ever ! Let me, when return’d. 

Even in the face of my tormentors read 
The dread of your refentment: gladly then 
I perilh ; in my lateft hour, to fee 
How Afric trembles at the Roman name. 


Amil. [ajideb] My indignation now is loft in 
wonder. 


Pub. 
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Pub. [ afide .] None anfwer, O ! ye Powers! 
Man. So great a queftion 
Demands matureft counfel. We muft give 
Some time to recollect our thoughts, opprefs’d 
With juft aftoniftunent. Thou foon, Amilcar, 
Shalt know the Senate’s will: but firft the Fathes* 
Will to the temples go, with pious vows 
To invoke the Gods. [he rifes, and all rife at 

the fame time. 

Reg. And is there yet a doubt ? 

Man. Yes, Regulus, I fee not if the peril 
Be greater to neglect fuch weighty counfel; 

Or greater peril, in purfuing that, 

To lofe the man from whom fuch counfel came. 

z 

Thou great defpifer of thy death, 

Canft for thy country yield thy breath ; 

Thy country, doom’d^ fuch death to fee, 

Muft mourn her nobleft fon in thee. 

Thou calmly feek’ft for s her to die, 

And ferve her at a price too high ; 

Since rarely Heaven on man below 
Will virtue great as thine beftow. 

[Exit, followed by the Senators and Liflors. 
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SCENE X, 

Regulus, Publius, Amilcar, 

Amil. Does Regulus thus keep his plighted 
faith ? 

Reg. My word was plighted to return to Car¬ 
thage ; 

My word fhall be fulfill’d, 

Amil. But yet—-— 


SCENE XI. 


Enter Attilia and Licinius, 


Att. My father! 
Lie. My lord! 


Att. 

Lie. 


} 


On this mod honour’d hand, 

[attempting to kifs. his hand. 


Reg. Away. 

The Gods be prais’d I have not yet my freedom, 
Att. Is then the exchange refus’d ? 


Reg. Condudl us, Publius, 

To that abode, preferib’d by Roman laws 
For me and for Amilcar. 


Rub. Wilt thou not 


Revilit 
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Revifit now thy own paternal Lares, 

Thine ancient feat ? 

Reg. No hoftile meflenger 
Muft enter Rome. 

Lie. This too fevere decree 
Is not for Regulus. 

Reg. But fuch decree, 

If not for all, were partial tyranny. 

Att. At lead permit, where’er thou goeft, my 
father. 

Permit me to attend thee. 

Reg. No, Attilia, 

The prefent time demands far other thoughts 
Than thofe a daughter and a father feel. 

Att. Why art thou chang’d from what I knew 
my father ? 

Reg. My fate is chang’d, but Regulus the fame. 

With laurel wreath’d, or bound in chains, 

I bear a foul refign’d : 

The thraldom that my limbs reftrains, 

In freedom leaves my mind. 

In various forms my virtue Hill, 

Through every change of ftate. 

Can combat, with unfhaken will. 

The rigorous turns of fate. 

[Exit, followed by Publius, 
Licinius and people. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 


Atttlia in fufpenfe, Amilcar going, Barce 
entering. 


Bar. Amilcar. 


Amil. Ah ! my Barce. ^returning .Thou again ? 
Thou art loft to me, fince Regulus difluades 
The Senate from th’ exchange. 


B Au\ 01 Heavenly 


Powers! 


Amil. Farewell, my love, I muft attend on 
Publius. 

O ! I have, much to tell thee. 


Bar. Yet thou’rt filent. 


Amil. If ftill thou lov’ft, thy lover’s mind 
Thou canft not vainly feek ; 

Thou in thefe eyes the thoughts wilt find 
My tongue denies to fpeak : 

Since I, who caught from thee the fires 
That in my bofom glow, 

Can from a figh thy lip refpires, 

' A thoufand fecrets know. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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Attilia, Barce. 

Att. Ah1 who would thus have fear’d ? My 
father, Barce, 

Confpires againft himfelf. 

Bar. But fhould the Senate 
As yet determine not; for thee, Attilia, 

There much remains to hope. Go hence, employ 
Each power of fpeech, before the Fathers meet 
To new debate. ’Tis now the time to adopt 
Whatever art or eloquence can do: 

The love of his aflociates, and the faith 

Of bofom friends; Go:-every where implore 

The fuffrage of the Romans to thy aid, 

Att. All fhall be tried, but little is my hope. 

But late I feem’d in'port to lie, 

With waters fmooth and cloudlefs Iky; 

When fiercely now the tempeft fweeps 
And bears me helplefs to the deeps. 

To tremble now can fcarce be fhame : 

I merit pity more than blame, 

If midft a ftorm fo cruel toft. 

In black defpair my hopes are loft. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 

Barce alonet 

Alas ! what haplefs deftiny is mine, 

If once again, without me, fhould Amilcar 
Return to Carthage !—at the thought alone 

1 feel myfelf-no, rather let me hope— 

The unhappy evei find a time to mourn : 

From folly, not from wifdom, mortals feek 
With cruel art to look for future woes, 

The ideas fram’d of dillant ill 
Which timorous fancy drew. 

We find, by fage experience. Hill 
More painful than the true. 

Who rafhly figures in his mind 
Some mifchief to deplore. 

Is certain then a pang to find 

That doubtful was before. [Exit. 


END OP THE FIRST ACt. 


ACT 
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Apartments within view of Rome, in a palace of 
the fuburbs appointed for the refdence of th& 
Carthaginian ambajfadors. 

Regulus, Publics. 

Reg. How ! Publius here ? The glory now of 
Rome, 

Thy father’s honour and the public peace 
Are in debate ; then fay, what means my fon 
Thou art not in the fenate ? 

Pub. Pardon, hr, 

As yet they're not aftemblecL 

Reg. Go—delay not; 

Support my counfel firmly with the Fathers, 

And prove thyfelf deferving of thy race; 

Pub. How ! would you have me then employ 
the means 

To bring deftruftion on you ? 

Reg. That to me 

Is not deftruftion which can ferve my country. 
Pub. O ! yet, my lord, have pity on yourfelf. 
Reg. And think’ft thou, PubliuS, that my mind 
is now 

By frenzy urg’d ? Believ’ft thou I alone. 


Of 
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Of all mankind, am hateful to myfelf ? 

O ! no—thou ait deceiv’d : like each that lives, 

I would fecure the good and {hun the evil. 

But know the laft I only find in guilt. 

The firfl in virtue. Guilt it were to gain 
My freedom with the fufferings of my country; 
Hence life and freedom are to me an evil. 

’Tis virtue with our blood to ferve our country; 
Hence fervitude and death to me are good. 

Pub. Our country Hill-- 

Reg. Our country is a whole 
Of which we form the part. ’Tis criminal 
In one that bears the name pf citizen. 

To weigh his private weal diftindt from hers. 

By him is nothing to be wifh’d or fhunn’d 
But what may harm or benefit that country. 

To which he owes his all. Whene’er he toils. 

Or fheds his blood to ferve her, from himfelf 
He nothing gives, but only renders back 
What he from her receiv’d. She gave him birth 
And nourifliment; fhe rear’d his infant years 
To ripen’d manhood; with her laws protects 
From home-bred fpoilers; with her arms defends 
From foreign infults : fhe on him beftows 
Name, rank and honours: fhe rewards his merits, 
And vindicates his wrongs: a tender mother, 

She labours to procure him all the happinefs 
Which earth can yield. But bleffings fuch as thefe 

’Tis 
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’Tis true mnft have their claims, and who rejedls 
them 

Mud give up every title to the advantage 
Of law and focial compact: let him feek 
The inhofpitable woods, there feed contented 
On fcanty acorns in fome fordid itye. 

And at his will enjoy a life of freedom. 

Pub. Your words, with reverence heard, con¬ 
vince my reafon, 

But cannot touch my heart; and nature fhrinks 
To do your bidding. I am Hill a fon, 

And never can forget it. 

Reg. Weak excufe 

For one a Roman born. There have been fathers— 

Virginius,.. Manlius, Brutus- 

Pub. O ! ’tis true- 

But fortitude like theirs has found example 
In fathers only : Rome has never yet 
Produc’d a fon to facrifice his parent. 

Reg. Then, Publius, thou afpire to Hand the 
firft 

And glorious pattern to fucceeding fons. 

•—Away. 

Pub. Yet hear— 

Reg. No more. I wait from thee 
The tidings of my fate. 

Pub. You afk too much 
From me, O ! fir, too much. 

6 


Reg. 
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Reg. Say, would’ft thou have me 
A ftranger or a father ? If a ft ranger, 

Neglect not then the good of Rome for mine; 
And if a father, Publius, then refpedl 
My will and leave me. 

Rub. Could a father fee 
Th’ emotions of my heart he then might claim 
Lefs rigid duties. 

Reg. From thy heart he claims 
The proofs of conftancy and not of love. 

Pub. Ah ! would’ft thou prove me, father, fay 
What proof fhall I beftow ? 

Before thy feet my life I lay. 

For thee my blood fhall flow. 

But that a fon fhould now appear 
A parent’s life to feek; - 

Forgive me, mighty fire, if here 

I find my virtue weak. [Exit. 

SCENE It. 

Regulus alone. 

The important hour is nigh, and much I fear 
The fathers.y€t may paufe—O ! hear me now. 

Ye guardian Gods of Rome ! Infpire their fouls 
With nobler thoughts. 


SCENE 
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j&seunu?. 



SCENE III. 

Enter Manlius. 

Man. £ fpeaks as entering .] The li&ors may re¬ 
main 

To guard the entrance, and let none prefume 
To come thus far. 

Reg. [afide, feeing Man.] Manlius! what means 
he here? 

Man. Ah ! let me prefs thee to my eager bofom. 
Exalted hero! 

Reg. Think what thou would’ft do; 

A conful fure-— 

Man. I am not, Kegulus, 

A conful now : I here am only one 
That venerates thy fortitude and virtue, 

And burns with emulation ; qwns himfelf 
By thee fubdued, and here confeffing all 
His ancient enmity to thee unjuft, 

Now fues to knit with thine his hand in friendlhip. 

Reg. Such is the wonted ftrain of noble minds. 
The ftormy wind upon the proftrate tree 
Or blows no more, or lifts it from the ground. 
’Tis to my happy flavery I owe 
A friend fo gain’d in thee. 

Man. ’Tis true, thy fortune 

6 
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Has fhewri me what thou art; and ne’er thefe eyes 
Beheld thee fo majeftic as in chains. 

Oft have I feen thee from the foes of Rome 
Return a vi6tor : now thou art return’d 
A greater vi6br o’er thyfelf and Fortune. 

Thy laurels rais’d my envy, but thy chains 
Excite refpedl. I own that Regulus 
Then feem’d a hero, now he feems a God. 

Reg. Enough, enough, O ! Manlius, praife be¬ 
llow’d 

By fuch a lip might lhake the firmed: virtue : 
Believe me grateful then, that Manlius deigns 
To honour with his love my laft of days. 

Man. Thy laft of days ! I mean to fave thee ftill 
Long, long to blefs thy country; and. have la¬ 
bour’d 

For thee my utmoft, that th’ exchange propos’d 
May meet the general fuffrage. 

Reg. [ difturhed .] Is it thus 
That Manlius has begun to prove his friendfhip ? 
What could’ft thou more had ftill thy hate purfued 
me ? 

O ! thou wilt rob me thus of all the fruit 
I hop’d from fhame. I am not here in Rome 
To Ihew my chains and to excite her pity : 

I come to fave her from a fatal rilk; 

The rilk of liftening to infidious terms. 

If thou canft give no other pledge of love. 

Return 
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Return again to hate me. 

Man. But th’ exchange . 

Rejected feals thy death. 

Reg. Is then the name 
Of death fo dreadful in the ears of Manlius ? 

I need not now be told that I am mortal: 

The foe can only take from Regulus 
What nature foon will claim; and that which now 
Would be a willing gift mull then become 
A certain tribute : let me teach the world 
That Regulus has liv’d but for his country ; 

And when his life has reach’d its fated clofe, 

At leaft can make his death of ufe to Rome. 

Man. O glorious fentiments ! O ! happy foil 
Producing fuch a fon ! Ah ! who could e’er 
With-hold from thee his love ? 

Reg. If thou will love me, 

Then love me as a Roman : thefe alone 
Our terms of friendlhip : let us offer each 
To Rome' his ready victim; I my life. 

And thou thy friend ; fince ’tis but juft thy virtue 
Should make fome offering to thy country’s good. 
Go then—but promife to fupport my counfel 
Amidft the Senate. On this foie condition 
I here accept the friendfhip Manlius gives. 

Say then- 

Man. \after a paufe^\ It lhall be fo—I plight 
my faith. 


Reg. 
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Reg. In Manlius for my friend I here embrace 
A gift from favouring Heaven,. 

Man. Why am not I 

Thus honour’d with the weight of chains like 

thine ? 

Reg. Let us not lofe the time. The confcript 
Fathers 

Perhaps are met. Remember, to thy truth 
I trail my country's fame, my peace and honour. 

Man. Farewell, our Tiber’s glory ! 

Reg. Friend, farewell. [they embrace. 

Man. What flame of glory now I feel 
While thus thy voice with virtuous zeal 
The patriot’s godlike name maintains! 

The wretch, howe’er debas’d with fear, 
Infpir’d anew fuch words to hear. 

Would give a kingdom for thy chains. 

[Exit, 


SCENE IV, 

Enter Licinius. 

Reg. [jo himfelfi] I now begin to breathe; pro¬ 
pitious Heaven 
Sure feconds my defigns, 

Lie. [to Reg.] At length I corps 


T Q 
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To addrefs thee once again with better omens 
Reg. And whence thy joy, Licinius ? 

Lie. In my heart 

The happieft hopes revive. For thee till now 
I’ve every means eflay’d. 

Reg. For me, Licinius ? 

Lie. For thee; and doft thou, at a time like this. 
Believe thy goodnefs loft to my remembrance ? 

O ! no—’tis ever prefent: thou to me 
Wert patron, general, father. Firft by thee 
My feet were guided through the paths of honour: 

Thou gav’ft me, fir- 

Reg. ['impatiently .] But fay, in my behalf 
What haft thou done ? 

Lie. Thy life and liberty 
I have defended. 

Reg. [dijiurbedi] Say’ft thou ? 

Lie. At the entrance 

I waited near the temple, where the Senate 
Are now aflembled. Singly, as they pafs’d, 

I urg’d the Fathers, and infpir’d in each 
The wifti to ferve thee. 

Reg. [ afide .] Gods ! what do I hear ? 

[to Lie.] And haft thou then— 

Lie. Not I alone have labour’d; 

Let me not take" the praife another claims : 

'Tis true I’ve pleaded for thee—but Attilia 
wol, in, T 
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lias far out-gone Licinius. 

Reg. Who ? 

Lie. Attilia. 

In Rome no daughter better loves a father. 

O ! how fhe fpoke; what eloquence difplay’d 
To wake the tendered feelings! How (he blended 
Her grief with modefty ! and how employ’d. 

In every form, reproaches, prayers and praife ! 

Reg. What faid the Fathers ? 

Lie. When Attilia fued. 

Who could refill ?—Behold, fhe comes : obferve 
What kindling joy in every feature fmiles. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Attilia. 

Att. At length, my deareft father— 

Reg. [ feverely.-] Hall thou dar’d 
Again to fee me ? Ah ! I little thought. 

Till now, to find’thee leagu’d amongll my foes* 
Att. Who I thy foe, my father ! 

Reg. Are not they 

My foes who ralhly "fhall oppofe my counfelk ? 

Alt. Alas! is then my pious wilh to fave thee 
A proof of enmity ? 

Reg. And know’ll thou then 
What faves me, or dellroys ? Who call’d on thee 

To 
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To take a fhare in bpfinefs of the ftate ? 

Who made thee guardian of my deltiny ? 

And whence- 

Lie. O ! fir, too far— 

Reg. And fpeaks Licinius ? 

His filence bell would plead in his defence. 

As that might feem repentance—Mighty Gods! 
A daughter, and a Roman !— 

Att. As a daughter 

I deem’d, my lord- 

Lac. And as a Roman, I 
Believ’d that thus to avert thy cruel fate— 

Reg. Be filent—I no Roman deem 
The daftard advocate for Ihame ; 

Be filent: mine I ne’er efteem 

A child who ftains the Roman name. 

’Tis now from you alone I find 

An anxious thought in galling chains; 

’Tis now by you alone my mind, 

Amidll my freedom loft, complains. [Exit. 


SCENE VI. 

Attilia, Licinius. 

Att. Tell me, Licinius, doll thou think a maid 
Was ever born more wretched than Attilia ? 

t 2 


To 
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To love like me a father; to purfue 
All means to fave him; for his fake to feel 
A heart transfix’d with anguifh : thefe were virtue 
In others, but in me are deem’d a crime. 

Lie. Take comfort, my Attilia, nor repent 
Thy pious work. One duty calls on us, 

On Regulus another: if to him 
Contempt of life is glory, ’twould in us 
Be impious not to fave him : thou fhalt fee 
He will be grateful: let not theft his anger 
Diftrefs thy gentle foul. The fick man oft 
The fage phyfician blames, and cruel calls 
The friendly hand that minilters his cure. 

silt. His keen reproaches pierce me to the heart; 
My courage fhrinks before them. 

Lie. Tell me then 

Would you, for thefe, confent to lofe a father ? 
Att. O ! no, ftill let him chide, but let him live. 
Lie. Believe me, he fliall live—Ah! ceafe to 
weep, 

And be thofe lovely eyes again ferene : 

To fee thee mourn difl'olves my firmefl temper. 

On you, ye gentle liars of love, 

Depends a lover’s fate : 

Too well your ruling power I prove ; 

At will you every paffion move, 

And every change create. 
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When you with pleafure kindle bright 
My kindling fpirits rife; 

But when a cloud obfcures your light. 

With you my courage dies. [Exit. 


SCENE VII. 

Attilia alone. 

Alas ! ’tis all too true : no bounds are fet 
To Fortune’s frowns or fmiles : with lavifh hand 
Her gifts fhe fcatters ; and fte heaps affliction 
Beyond a mortal’s fufferance. I, alas! 

Am now the haplefs objeCt of her anger. 

I fee the Ikies around me veil’d in clouds. 

And who can tell what tempefts they conceal ? 

If other bolts you now prepare, 

Ye adverfe powers, my breaft. I bare; 

On me your judgment I invoke. 

But fave my father from the ftroke. 

Refpedt, in that unfhaken mind, 

An image of your heavenly kind; 

And leave to us a pattern here 

Of one who knows not guilt or fear, [Exit. 


SCENE 



278 


REGULUS. 


[ACT II. 


SCENE VIII. 

A gallery in the fame palace. 

Regulus alone. 

Why doll thou throb, my heart, and whence 
th’ emotions 

.Till now to thee unknown ? Thou hall defied 
The rage of feas, the dangers of the field. 

With all the monllers bred on Afric’s foil; 

And now thou trembled; in the bare expe&ance 
Of what thy fate determines. Thou indeed 
Hall caufe for fear: till now was ne’er thy glory 
Expos’d to peril thus. Yet fay, ye Powers, 

What is this glory ? But a tyrant-paffion, 

Which, like each rebel paflion of the foul. 

Our reafon mull fubdue ? O ! no—fuch language 
Befits the dallard : he in vain was born 
Who lives but for himfelf: ’tis glory teaches 
To hold another’s good beyond our own. 
Whate’er on earth is priz’d to this we owe : 

This lifts our nature from the fervile Hate 
Where men would rail without the fenfe of honour: 
This blunts the lling of pain ; from danger takes 
The fenfe of fear; llrips death of every terror; 
Enlarges kingdoms; gives to cities fafety ; 

Can favage cultoms change to gentle manners. 
And teach mankind to imitate the Gods. 

By this—Ha ! Publius comes—he fe'ems to tread 
l With 
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With timid fteps—What bring’ft thou ? Has the 
fenate 

As yet decided ? What is now my fate ? 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Publius. 

Pub. O ! fir—what tidings for a fon to utter ! 

[ afide. 

Reg. Why art thou filent ? 

Pub. Would to Heaven my tongue 
Were dumb for ever ! 

Reg. Tell me- 

Pub. Every offer 
The Senate have reje&ed. 

Reg. Then at length 
The happy Roman genius has prevail’d, 

Thanks to the Gods ! I have not liv’d in vain. 

Go—feek Amilcar: nothing more is wanting ; 

The work is now complete. We muft depart. 
Pub. Unhappy father! 

Reg. Call’d thou him unhappy. 

Who at his lateft hour can ferve his country ? 

Pub. I love my country : I lament thy bondage. 

Reg. Each has his bonds, fince life is fervitude; 
He that laments, let him lament the fate 
Of every one that’s born, not, Publius, mine. 

Pub. 
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Pub. The rage of thefe barbarians, 0 ! my fa¬ 
ther, 

Will facrifice thy life. 

Reg. And end my llavery. 

Farewell—but let me now depart alone. 

Pub. And can you then refufe from me, my 
father, 

The laft fad offices of filial love ? 

Reg. For thee I’ve other duties. Whilft I haften 
For my departure, thou remain to keep 
Difconfolate Attilia from my fight. 

Her grief would damp my triumph : ever duteous 
To me has been her love : ffiould now her forrows 
Exceed the bounds, bear, Publius, with her weak- 
nefs. 

We muft not from her nature hope to find 
A manly fortitude : do thou advife her : 

Let thy example teach her that fubmiffion 
The great occafion claims: direct, confole her: 
Fulfil to her the office of a father. 

To thee I trull a daughter, and to thee 
I trull thyfelf, my Publius! Let me hope— 

But O ! I fee that nature Itruggles in thee— 

I deem’d thy foul more conllant——Have my 
thoughts 

Been then deceiv’d ?—No, Publius, thou art Hill 
The fon of Regulus, the fon of Rome. 


Be 
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Be ne’er thofe pleafing hopes deceiv'd* 
Which from thy early years I drew: 

The deeds by patriot fouls achiev’d 
With emulation now purfue. 

O ! let me leave in thee an heir 

That well his father’s love may claim; 
Nor ever give this cheek to wear, 
(Remembering thee) the blufh of fliatne. 

[Exit. 


SCENE X. 

Publius alone. 

Take courage, Publius. Though thy talk be 
dreadful 

Thou muft fubdue thyfelf: thy blood demands it; 
The blood of Regulus : his great example 
Before thy eyes now loudly calls upon thee. 

Thy heart, that yielded firft to nature’s impulfe. 
Mull adt more firmly : imitate a father. 

And make amends for all thy former weaknefs. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Attilia and Barce. 

Att. Is it then true, my brother— 

Bar. Publius, fpeak. 


Pub. 
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Pub. It is moft true : the Senate have decided, 
And Regulus departs. 

Att. O Heaven ! 

Bar. What fay’ll; thou ? 

Att. Have all alike betray’d me ? 

Bar. Is there then- 

Pub. Now nought avails. 

Bar. Have pity—O ! Amilcar ! [ fees Amil. 


SCENE XII. 

Enter Amilcar and Licinius. 

Amil. [to Bar.] There is no longer hope. 

Lie. [to Att.] All, all is loft ! 

Att. Where, where is Regulus ? With him at 
leaft 

Attilia will depart. 

Pub. Forbear: this grief 
Will but offend thy father. 

Att. Hope not, Publius, 

To keep me longer here. 

Pub. I hope, Attilia, 

At length will yield to reafon, and remember 
To her ’tis not permitted- 

Att. I remember 

This, 
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This, this alone—Attilia is a daughter— 

—Leave me. 

Pub. I mull not leave thee. 

Att. But my father 
Meantime departs. 

Pub. Fear not he will depart 
While here Amilcar Hays. 

Att. Alas! who now 

Will give me aid or counfel ? Speak, Amilcar. 
Anal. Between contending paflions I am loft. 
Att. What fays Licinius ? 

Lie. From the fudden -ftroke 
I fcarce can breathe. 

Att . O ! Publius. 

Pub. O ! my lifter. 

Exert thy firmer conftancy. Our father 
Should teach us how to fuffer adverfe fortune : 
Thofe only merit to be call’d his children 
Who emulate his virtues. 

Att. Speak’ft thou thus ? 

Thou, that with mine Ihould’ft blend a brother’s 
forrows; 

Thou that Ihould’ft mix thy lighs and tears with 
mine. 

What means my Publius ? 

Amil. Well I know the meaning. 

His love is fix’d on Barce; fhe departs 


If 
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K Regulus remain : behold the eaufie 
That gives this boafted fortitude to Publius. 

Pub. \afide.~] Ye Gods ! {hall Publius hear and 
hear unmov’d 

That tongue’s calumnious falfehoo'd ? 

Amil. Every power 

Of art and fpeech he doubtlefs has employ’d 
To make the Senatefpurn th’ exchange propos’d. 

Pub. A thougjit like this, Arpilcar, well befits 
A barbarous fon of Carthage. 

Amil. Yet- 

Pub. No more— 

Now hear me fpeak : thou know’ft the fate of Barce 
Is in my hands. 

Amil. I know it. As a gift 
Thy mother had obtain’d her from the Senate : 
She dying fince, the maid beheld in thee 
Her future lord. 

Pub. Now mark how Publius ufes 
The power that fortune gives him. More than life 
I love the charming Barce ; but I love 
My honour more. I know with fouls like thine 
Has virtue rarely credit: let me then 
In fordid minds expunge the leaft pretence 
For fuch fufpicions. Barce, thou art free, 

Go with Amilcar, and return to Carthage. 

Bar. Ye Powers ! can this be true ? 

Amil. Such wondrous virtue- 

Pub. 
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Pub. Learn hence, Amilcar, how a^Roman loves. 

[Exit. 


SCENE XIII. 


Licinius, Attilia, Barce, Amilcar. 


Att. [to Lie .]_ Behold the inhdman, how he 
leaves Attilia. [he not bearing her. 

Bar. [to Amil.] Heard’ft thou not Publius ? 

[he not hearing her. 

Att. [to Lie.] Yet thou anfwereft not ? 

Bar. [to Amil.] Doll thou not hear, my love ? 
Amih Barce, farewell. [ firmly. 

Await for my return. [ going. 

Lie. Farewell, Attilia. [going. 

Att. 1 

g ar r Ah ! whither, whither goeft thou ? 

Lie. [to Att.] To preferve 
For thee a father. 


Amil. [to Bar.] Regulus to fave. 

Att. [to Lie.] Alas! what can’ll thou do ? 
Bar. [to Amil.] What means Amilcar ? 

Lie. [to Att.] A defperate evil claims a defpe- 

rate cure. 

» 

Amil. [to Bar.] The Roman pride may rivals 
find in virtue. 

Att. [to Lie.] Ah ! take me too. 

Bar. 
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Bar. [to Amil.] Let me attend on thee. 

Lie. [to Att.] O ! no—I then fhould tremble 
for thy fafety. 

Amil. [to Bar.] No ! thou muft here remain. 
Bar. [to Amil.] And wilt thou not 
Reveal thy purpofe ? 

Att. [to Lie.] Wilt thou not at leaft 
Give me to know- 

Lie. [to Att.] Ere long thou {halt know all. 
Amil. [to Bar.] Confide in me. 

Lie. In Rome {hall Regulus 
Be ftill detain’d or fee Licinius peri lb. [Exit. 

Amil. Yes, Africa, like Rome, {hall boaft her 
heroes. [g oin g he returns. 

If lefs our pride, not lefs our mind 
Can virtue breed ; nor lefs we find 
By us is known the path to fame. 

Though from the capitol afar. 

Our worthies may with Rome’s compare ; 
And Gods extend their guardian care, 

To thofe who boaft no Roman name. 

[Exit. 

SCENE XIV. 

Attilia, Barce. 

Att. O ! Barce! 

Bar. O ! Attilia ! 

Att. Speak, my Barce. 


Bar. 
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Bar. What can we hope ? 

Att. Alas ! I know not what. 

Doubtlefs Licinius, with the people means 
To raife a tumult: this may fatal prove 
To him and to his country, yet fupply 
No aid to fave m'y father. 

Bar. Struck with wonder 
At Publius’ generous ad, but deeply flung 
With his reproach, Amilcar goes to prove 
His foul as noble. What may he attempt. 

And to what dangers may he ftand expos’d ! 

Att. O ! mighty Gods ! affift my dear Licinius! 

Bar. And O ! ye Powers, preferve my plighted 
fpoufe. 

Att. I (hake with terror. 


Bar. Let us not, Attiiia, 

Be abjed in our fears : the heavens now fhew 
A brighter afped, and a ray of hope 
Gleams o’er the profped. 

Att. True my deareft Barce, 

And yet I cannot raife my drooping heart. 


My hope is not the gentle beam 
Diffus’d from Ikies ferene. 

But ’tis a {hort and languid gleam 
From troubled meteors feen. 


A gleam. 
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A gleam, we fee by fits appear. 

That fhines but to diftrefs. 

That ftiews, alas ! the danger near. 

But never makes it lefs. [Exit, 


SCENE XV. 

Bahce alone . 

I feek to calm diftrefs’d Attilia’s bofom. 

Would heal her fears and tremble with my own. 
My heart was firmer when my hopes were lefs: 
Uncertain fear then only made me fuffer 
For future ills; but now, alas ! I dread 
To lofe a blifs, I deem’d fecurely mine. 

Whoe’er his dangerous path purfues 
Through ftormy feas, mult rifk to lofe 
His life on faithlefs billows toft. 

But lucklefs he, who fcapes in vain 
The dangers of the diftant main. 

To find a ftiipwrepk near the coaft. 

[Exit. 


END OP THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A hall with a profpedl of the gardens,. 

Regulus, African Guards. 

Reg. Why this delay ? And knows not yet 
Amilcar 

The Senate’s purpofe ? Whither is he gone ? 

He muft be found. Time warns us to depart. 
Since nothing more remains for him to hope 
Or me to wifh, our longer tarriance here 
Is criminal in both—Ah 1 come, my friend, 

Gome to my breaft. feeing Manlius. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Manlius. 

Without thy aid, my fame 
Had been in danger: ’tis by thee I ftill 
Preferve my chains: thou haft fecur’d the fruit 
Of all my fervitude. 

Man. ’Tis true, but yet 

Thou wilt depart: ’tis true, but we muft lofe thee. 
Reg. You lofe me, Manlius, if I ftill remain. 

Man. Ah ! why did I begin fo late to love thee ? 
vol. hi. v Yet, 
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Yet, Regulus, thou now receiv’ft from Manlius 
Too fatal proofs of friendftiip. 

Reg. Greater proofs 

I ne’er could hope from him, whofe heart fincere 
Names me his friend; but if the noble Manlius 
Would give me others, 1 {hall talk his friendlhip. 
Man. O ! name them. 

Reg. Every duty thus fulfiH r d 
The citizen demands ; at lerigth, remembrance 
Tells me I am a father. Well thou know’ll 
I leave behind two children here in Rome : 

Thefe,. Publius and Attilia, next my country 
Are the dear objects of my heart’s affedtion. 

By nature virtuous both, but both appear 
Two plants yet immature, that ftill require 
The cultor’s watchful care. To effedt this work - 
Has Heaven to me denied. Take, Manlius, then 
The pious charge : do thou with ufury 
Supply my lofs, and to thy noble heart 
And prudent counfels let the father owe 
His glory, and the children every aid 
That youth derives from more experienc’d age. 
Man. I pledge my truth : with jealous care I’ll 
guard, 

Thy dear remains; and both fhall find in me 
If not as noble, yet as kind a father. 

I’ll point them out the paths of Roman virtue. 

Nor arduous this will prove : fuffice for fouls 
By nature warm’d with every generous pafli'off 

To 
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To hear the ftory of paternal deeds. 
Reg. Then there’s no more to with. 


2gi 


SCENE III. 

Enter Publius in hafte. 

Pub. Manlius ! my father ! 

Reg. What has befallen ? 

Pub, All Rome is now in tumult; 

The people rave, and with a general voice 
Forbid you to depart. \j° Reg- 

Reg. And can it be 

That Rome will e’er confent to {uch exchange. 
Injurious to her fame ? 

Pub. No !—Rome rejects 
Th’ exchange and peace ; but wills you to remain. 

Reg. Who ? I remain ? and where is then my 
- promife ? 

My folemn faith ? 

Pub. Each one declares no faith 
Is due to thofe, who ne’er by faith were bound. 

Reg. Shall then one crime fuffice to veil another ? 
And who will e’er be guilty, if example 
Exculpates an offender ? 

Pub. Now the affembly 
u 1 


Of 
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Of Augurs meet: the important queftion there 
Will be decided. 

Reg. Think not I have need 
Of oracles like thefe. Suffice for me 

My word is plighted-1 (hall hence depart. 

Rome may debate on peace, or on th’ exchange ; 
It refts with me to judge of my return ; 

The firft concerns the public weal, the laft 
Refpedts myfelf alone : I am not now 
The thing I was at Rome ; and none can claim 
A right to thofe who wear another’s chains. 

Pub. At lead hear what our Augurs may 
decree. 

Reg. No, Publius, if I wait for their decifion 
I give my fandtion to it. Guards lead on, 

[to the guards. 

Condudt me to the port—my friend, farewell. 

[to Man. going. 

Man. No, Regulus, forbear. Should’!! thou 
encounter 

The furious populace, by open force 

Thou may’ft be here detain’d, and make, thyfelf. 

All Rome thus guilty of a breach of faith. 

Reg. Shall I then fail ? 

Man. O ! no—thou (halt depart. 

But let me firft go hence to appeafe this tumult. 
The Confular authority thall check 
Such ill tim’d rafhnefs. 


Reg. 
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Reg. Manlius, on thy faith, 
I {hall remain—but if- 
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Man. I underdand thee : 

Enough ; thy glory now is all my own, 

And well I know thy heart-on mine rely. 


On me rely, remember dill 

I boad by birth a Roman name ; 

Like thee, within my bread I feel 
The kindled warmth-tif glory’s flame. 

’Tis true that fate to me denies, 

Like thee fuch honour’d chains to bear; 

But though in vain fuch chains I prize. 

At lead I merit fuch to wear, [Exit. 


SCENE IV. 

Regulus, Publius. 

Reg. And is it then fo hard a talk in Rome, 
Such labour to preferve our faith unfhaken ? 

Is then—Ah ! Publius, dill thou linger’d here. 
So little mov’d ? And leav’d a friend alone 
To reap the fame of joining toils with mine ? 
Go hence with him, make my departure fure: ■ 
Fain would I fland indebted to a fan 
For what fecures my glory. 

Pub. Dearefl father, 

I (hall obey; but yet- 
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Reg. Why fighs my fon ? 

That figh befpeaks a mind opprefs’d with anguifh 

Pub. Yes, I muft own my fuffering heart 
The cruel conflict fcarce furvives : 

But greater furely my defert 
To adl, though griev’d, the Roman part. 
While duty with affedtion ftrives. 

What facrifice had I to to make ? 

What praifes, father, claim from you. 

If paffions, nature mull awake. 

Which now I quell for glory’s fake, 

Were not fo painful to fubdue ? [Exit, 


SCENE V, 

Enter Amilcar. 

Amil. Then, Regulus, at length- 

Reg. Without thy fpeaking 
I underhand, Amilcar, thy reproaches. 

Heed not this tumult: Regulus alive 
Will not remain in Rome, 

Amil. I know not yet 

What tumult thou would!! mean. I am not here 

On thee to vent reproaches : I am come 

For thy fupport. Think not on Tiber’s batiks' 

Are heroes only born ; fince.we no lefs 

Can boa!!, among!! us, fouls to cope with theirs. 

Reg. 
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Reg. It may be fo : but ’tis not now a time 
For vain contention. Summon all thy train 
And fee that each be ready to depart. 

Amil. Firft hear and anfwer me. 

Reg. [ aftde .] I’ll tim’d delay. 

Amil. Is gratitude our glory ? 

Reg. Gratitude 

Is fure a duty: but this duty now 
So little meets regard, that to fulfill it 
May well be titled glory. 

Amil. What if danger 
Attend the grateful ? 

Reg. It may then bp call’d 
A god-like virtue 

Amil. Then from me thou canft not 
With-hold this virtue : hear me now. Thy fon. 
Touch’d for himfelf with fenfe of jealous honour, 
Refigns to me my Barce ; yet his foul 
Adores the lovely maid : from him I jc aught 
The generous flame, and now am come to fave 
For him a father, and expofe myfelf 
To all the rage of Carthage. 

Reg. Wouldft thou fave me ? 

Amil. I would. 

Reg. And how ? 

Amil. By leaving thee the means 
To efcape at will. With art I fhall remove 


Thefc 
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Thefe guards to diftance... Cautious thou conceal 
Thyfelf in Rome, till, with diflembled anger. 

As if compet’d without thee to depart, 

I loofe my anchors from the port. 

Reg. [a/ide.~\ Barbarian. 

Ami!. What fayft thou ? Speak. Art thou not 
ft ruck with wonder 
At fuch propofal ? 

Reg. Doubtlefs. 

Amil. Couldft thou e’er 
Have hop’d from me this offer ) 

Reg. No, Amilcar. 

Amil. And yet my fate is not to be a Roman. 
Reg. Full well indeed I fee it. 


Amil. [to the guards Leave us, guards. 
Reg. [to them.[I Not one depart. 

Amil. And wherefore ? 


Reg. Think me grateful 
For all thy kindnefs; but with thee I mean 
Again to vifit Carthage. 

, Amil. Doft thou then 
Defpife my mercy ? 

Reg. No: I pity thee. 

Thou know’ll not what is virtue : thou haft now. 
With fpecious fliew of zeal and feeming mercy. 
Degraded me, thy country and thyfelf. 

Amil. I, Regulus ? 

Reg. 
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Reg. Yes, thou :—what right is thine 
To give me liberty ? Am I a flave 
To thee, or flave to Carthage ? 

Amil. ’Tis not fure 

For thee to weigh if benefits receiv’d— 

Reg. Great is indeed the benefit! to make me 
A criminal, a fugitive, a wretch 

Alien from truth- 

Amil. Thy prefervation now. 

Thy life’s at flake. Thou knowft, at thy return 
What torments Carthage has for thee prepar’d. 
Thou know’ll that there thou wilt to all be made 
A dread example. 

Reg. Doll thou know, Amilcar, 

What Romans are ? And doft thou know they live. 
They breathe for honour. This the conflant fpur 
Of every deed, its object and its end ? 

With looks unchang’d we here are taught to die. 
And every fuffering fcorn that gives us glory. 
While only bafe difhonour caufes fear. 

Amil. High founding words and flattering to 
the fenfe! 

With me they little weigh : I know that life 

Is dear to all, that thou thyfelf- 

Reg. Too much 

Thou doft abufe my patience. Let thy fhips 
Approach the fhore : collect thy fcatter’d train. 
Complete thy talk, barbarian, and be filent. 

Amil. 
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A mil. Thy looks may thus, intrepid (how. 

Thy tongue infult a noble foe. 

And every foul reproach bellow 
Amilcar to defy. 

On Tiber’s banks thy words fevere 
Unanfwer’d pafs Amilcar’s ear, 

But foon, ralh man, expect to hear 

In Afric his reply. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Attilia. 

Reg. [to himfelf.~\ Publius not yet return’d? 
And Manlius too ? 

[to Att.] Attilia! ha! what brings thee hither 
thus 

With hafty Hep, and looks of feeming joy ? 

Att. Our fate, my father, now depends on thee. 
Obfervant of thy counfels, Rome rejects 
Th’ exchange or peace ; but thou may’ll here re¬ 
main. 

Reg. Yes, with the fhame—?- 

Att. O ! no : on this the Senate 
Pronounce their fentence thus : it refls with thee 
To Hay or to depart. “ Thine, oath was pledg’d 
(l When thou wert captive, and a captive’s oath 
“ Can never bind himfelf.” 

Reg. Who fears not death 

Is 
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Is always free, and he who {hall, to excufe 
His adtions, plead conftraint, will but confefs 
His own degenerate bafenefs. Regulus 
Swore what he will’d to fwear, and having fworn, 
Will now depart. 


scene vir. 

Enter Publius. 

Pub. You hope it, fir, in vain. 

Reg. And what {hall flay me then ? 

Pub. The united people. 

My father, nothing longer can reftrain them; 

All fly impatient to the port to oppofe 
Your pafiage to the {hips : the flreets of Rome 
In other parts are all deferted now. 

Reg. And where is Manlius ? 

Pub. He alone has dar’d 
To ftem the general torrent; but in vain 
He prayers and threats employs; none hear his 
voice. 

And none obey. The people’s headftrong fury 
Increafes every moment. Pale with fear 
The lidtors fcarcely in their hands fuftain 
The trembling fafces ; and, in fuch diftradlion. 
Not one attends the confular command. 

Reg. Farewell, Attilia—Publius, follow me. 

Att . 
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An. Ah ! whither would you go ? 

Reg. To affift my friend ; 

To wipe away from Rome her foul difgrace ; 

To keep for me the honour of my chains, 

And hence depart, or on thefe fhores expire. 

lg° in £- 

Alt. Ah ! no, my father, fhould you leave me 
thus— [weeping, 

Reg. Attilia, to a daughter’s tender name, 
Much to thy fex and years I have till now 
Indulgent given—Enough—no more of forrow— 
Let not thy woman’s tears confpire with Rome 
To rob thy father of his promis’d triumph. 

Att. Alas ! for me fuch anguifh— [weeping. 

Reg. Well I know 

Thy anguifh is to lofe me ; but remember. 

Such trials wives and daughters oft muft feel 
Who boaft the honour of a Roman name. 

An. All other proofs with joy— 

Reg. What proofs, Attilia ? 

Say, would’ft thou go to meet the confcript Fathers 
Amidft the aflembled fenate, with thy counfels 
To regulate the deftiny of Rome ? 

Or rather with the helmet o’er thy brows, 
Would’ft thou, in fighting to fubdue the foe, 
Endure the toil of arms ? If thou’rt unfit 
To meet misfortune for thy country’s fake 
Without %ch abject weaknefs, tell me, daughter. 

What 
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What wilt thou do to ferve her ? 

Att. O ! ’tis true. 

But yet fuch conftancy- 

Reg. It is indeed 

A virtue hard to pra&ice ; but, Attilia, 

Thou art my daughter and thou wilt attain it. 

[going. 

Att. Yes, all I can I’ll imitate my father, 

Your great example—but, O Heaven ! you leave 
me. 

And leave me in difpleafure !—I have loll 
Your wonted love. 

Reg. O ! no, I love thee Hill: 

Believe me not difpleas’d; and as a token, 

Take this embrace—yet let not this embrace 
Melt thee to foftnefs, but infpire thy mind 
With fortitude and honour. 

Att. Ah ! my father. 

You leave me thus, and leave without a figh. 

Reg. I bear for thee a father’s love. 

But little Ihould a father prove* 

If leaving thee, I left behind 
Th’ example of an abjedt mind. 


My 
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My breaft, like every mortal, bears 
A heart that feels a mortal’s cares; 

But paffions in my heart obey, 

And rule in thine with tyrant fway. 

[Exit with Pub’ 


SCENE VIII. 

Attilia alone. 

Be firm, my heart! And O ! be banifh’d far 
All weak affedfions ; from their fourcesdry 
Thefe woman’s tears : enough of ufelefs forrow : 
Enough of cruel doubts. My native virtue 
Muft kindle with a father’s juft reproof. 

Let not Attilia be the only branch 
Unworthy of the flock from which fhe fprings. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Barce. 

Bar. Is it then true, Attilia ? In defpite 
Of Rome’s united people, of the Senate, 

The Augurs land his friends; of all the world; 
Will Regulus depart ? 

Ait. [ firmly .’Tis all moft true. 

Bar. But whence proceeds fuch unexampled 
frenzy ? 


Att. 
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Att. With more refpeft let Barce'fpeak of he¬ 
roes. 

Bar. How ! does Attilia then indeed approve 
Her father’s blind perverfcnefs ? 

Att. I adore 

The unfhaken virtue of a father’s heart. 

Bar. A virtue that delivers him to chains. 

To holiile fury, and a lhameful death. 

Att. Be filent. Know, thofe chains, that hof¬ 
tile fury, 

That fhameful death, [ Jhe relapfes into tendernefi\ 
will prove my father’s triumph. 

Bar. Doll; thou exult at this ? 

Att. O Heaven ! \afide , -weeps. 

Bar. For me 

I never can conceive- 

Att. No : thofe who drew 
Their breath, ill-fated, in a barbarous clime, 
Cpnceive not how a daughter’s mind enjoys 
A father’s deathlefs name. 

Bar. And yet you weep ? 

Att. Again may peace relieve the breaft, 
When grief, that late each thought opprefs’d. 
Is fpent in kindly tears : 

As Ihines the fun ferenely bright. 

Whene’er the cloud that veil’d his light 
In fhowers diffolv’d appears. [Exit. 

2 SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Barce alone. 

What firange ideas does the love of praife 
Excite in Rome ?—With envy Manlius views 
His rival’s chains ; while Regulus abhors 
The public pity that would fave his life. 

The daughter glories in her father’s fufferings; 
And Publius, (this furpafles all belief) 

Publius, my beauty’s Have, for honour’s fake, 
Refigns the miftrefs whom his foul adores. 

The heart that thus can love’s defire 
Without a figh refign. 

May fhew a virtue I admire. 

But never wifh it mine. 

In Rome a fond purfuit of fame 
May every thought control; 

But, thanks to Heaven, no Roman dame, 

I boaft no Roman foul. [Exit.- 


SCENE. 
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SCENE XI. 


Magnificent porticoes on the hanks of the Tiber; 
finps ready for the embarkation of Regulus. A 
plank laid to the nearefi ftp. A numerous crowd 
of people that block up the pajfage to the ftps. 
The Africans are feen on board. Liftors attend¬ 
ing on the Conful. 


Manlius, Licinius. 


Lie. Rome never will confent that Regulus 
Should quit the port. 

Man. The Senate and myfelf; 

Are we no part of Rome ? 

Lie. The united people 
Are far the greater part. 

Man. But not the nobleft. 

Lie. At leaft more generous and humane. In- 
fpir’d 

With love and gratitude, we feek to fave 
The life of Regulus. 

Man. And we—his honour. 


Lie. His honour- 


Man. ’Tis enough—I come not here 
To hold debate with thee—What ho ! let each 
Leave free the paflage. [to the people. 


Lie, 


voj.. 1*1. 


x 
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Lie. No—let none remove. 

Man. ’Tis I command obedience. 

Lie. I forbid it. 

Man. Dar’ft thoU, Liciriius, thus oppofe the 
Conful ? 

Lie. And dar’ft thou, Manlius, thus oppofe the 

Tribune ? 

* 

Man. Soon ftiall we fee—Now, lidlors, clear the 
pafs. 

[the Liters raife their fafees and advance. 

Lie. Defend it, Romans. 

[ the people prepare to oppofe thenii 

Man. O ye Gods! with arms 
Is thus my power refilled ? Is it thus 
The majefty - ■ ■ 

Lie. The majefty of Rorne 
Dwells in the people : this thou haft infulted 
By fuch contention. 

People. Regulus fhall ftay. 

Man. [to the people .] Permit me but to (hew 
what now mifleads 
Your better judgment. 

People. Regulus fhall ftill 
Remain. 

Man. Yet hear me- 

People. Regulus fhall ftay. 


SCENE 



ACT XII.] 


BEGULUS. 


307 


SCENE LAST. 

/ 

Enter Regulus, and with him Attilia, 
Amilcar, Publius and Barce. 

Reg. [entering Ha! Regulus Hiall ftay ! and 
is my fenfe 

Deceiv’d, or may I credit what I hear ? 

Is perfidy requir’d ? Requir’d in Rome ? 

From me requir’d ? What people has this land, 
This wretched land produc’d ? What lips avow 
A wifh fo infamous ? What heart conceives it ? 
Where, where are now the noble race of Brutus, 
Fabritius and Camillus ? Glorious names ! 

Shall Regulus Jihen ftay ? For what offence 
Have I defer v’d to merit thus your hatred ? 

Lie. O fir! our love would break your cruel 
chains, 

Reg. And wfyat were Regulus without his chains ? 
’Tis thefe will hand me down to lateft times 
A great example ; to my foes a fhame ; 

And to my country, honour : but of thefe 
Deprive me, what mull Regulus be nam’d ? 

A perjur’d'flave, a worthlefs fugitive. 

Lie. Your word was plighted to a faithlefs people. 
And plighted when in bonds : the Augurs fay— 

Reg. No more. O ! let us leave to favage na¬ 
tions, 

x 2 


The 
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The untutor’d Arab, and the cruel Moor, 

Such fhameful pleas to fan&ion breach of faith. 
Be Rome to all the world a pattern Hill 
Of uncorrupted honour. 

Lie. What may Rome 
Not fear to lofe, in lofing thee, her father ? 

Reg. Let Rome refledl that father is but mortal; 
That now he Hoops beneath the weight of years; 
That life creeps languid thro’ his fhrivell’d veins; 
That he no longer now can flied his blood, 

Or toil for her; that nought for him remains 
But, as a Roman ought, to meet his end. 

Heaven opens to me now a fplendid path; 

I now can clofe my latter days with glory : 

It cannot be—I know, I know too well 
The hearts of Romans. Every one whofe birth 
Gave him with me to breathe one common air 
That fans the Capitol, from Regulus 
Will not in thought diffent. I know that each 
Applauds me in his heart with generous envy; 
That midft th’ emotions, by a tender feeling 
Unwarily betray’d, he breathes to Heaven 
His ardent yows for fortitude like mine. 

No more qf weaknefs then, but call to earth 
Thqfe ill-tim’d weapons. O ! delay no longer 
The triumph I have fought. My friends, my 
children. 

My fellow-citizens! I, as a friend. 

Entreat of eaeh; as citizen exhort you, 


And 
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And as a father let me now command. 

Att. [_ajide.] O Heaven! already each obeys 
his mandate. 

Pub. O ! mighty Powers ! fee every hand dis¬ 
arm’d. 

Lie. Behold the pafs is clear’d. 

Reg. Accept my thanks. 

Propitious Gods ! the path is free. Amilcar, 
Afcend thy fhip, I follow where thou lead’d. 

Amil. [afide '. ] I now begin to envy what I bear. 

\_afcends his Jhip. 

Reg. Romans, farewell! and let our parting now 
Be worthy of us. Thanks to Heaven ! I leave you. 
And leave you Romans. Ah ! preferve unfullied 
That mighty name, and be the arbiters 
Of human kind, till all the world become. 

By your example, Romans. Guardian Gods ! 
That watch this happy land; protecting Powers 
Of great ^Eneas’ offspring ! I intruft 
Td you this race of heroes. Still defend 
This foil, thefe dwellings, thefe paternal walls. 

O ! grant that valour, glory, conliancy, 

Juftice and truth may ever here refide ; 

And fhould fome evil ftar, with adverfe beams 
E’er threat the Capitol, fee, mighty Gods! 

See Regulus—let Regulus alone 

Be made your victim, and the wrath of Heaven 

Be all confum’d on my devoted head : 

5 Let 
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Let Rome unhurt—but why thofe tears— 

:-Farewell! 


Chorus. 

O ! thou, the glory of our clime. 

Father of Rome, farewell! 

By thee our triumphs fnatch’d from time 
What future tongues (hall tell ? 

But dearly mult the glory coll: 

To Rome that lofes thee : 

An age again fhall fcarcely boaft 
A Regulus to fee. 


END OP THE THIRD ACT. 


ROMULUS. 



ROMULUS AND HERSILIA, 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 


Romulus, King and founder of Rome. 

Hersilia, a Sabine Princefs, 

Valeria, a noble Roman lady, in love with 
Acrontes, forfaken by him. 

Hostilius, a Roman patrician, friend to Romu s 
lus, in love with Valeria. 

Curtius, Prince of the Antemnati, father of 
Hersilia. 

Acrontes, Prince of the Ceninenfians, an im¬ 
placable enemy to Romulus. 

Chorus of the Roman people. 

The adtion is reprefented in the ancient city of 
Rome. 



ROMULUS AND HERSILIA 


ACT I. SCENE I. 

A great fquare in Rome, furrounded with private 
and public buildings, part unfinifhed, intermixed 
with trees. The Capitol, with a ruftic appear¬ 
ance, an altar and a fire kindled before an 
ancient oak confecrated to Jupiter, from which are 
paths leading down to the plain. The altar, the 
mountain , the buildings and the trunks of the trees 
adorned with fefioons of flowers, in honour of 
the folemriization of the nuptials between the Ro¬ 
man youths and the Sabine virgins. 

A numerous crowd of Warriors, Liflors, and Peo¬ 
ple, fpedlators. While to the found of various 
infiruments, that accompany the following Chorus, 
the new married couples defcend by feveral paths 
from the hill, and mix in a dance upon the plain, 
Romulus with Hersilia, and Hostilius with 
Valeria, by different pathsJlowly follow thepro- 
ceffon, and none remain above but a number of 
priefis round the altar of Jupiter. 


Chorus 
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Chorus. 

Propitious from Olympus’ height, 

On glad Tarpeia’s rock alight, 

And every happy nuptial rite 
Protecting Powers ! attend. 

Part Chorus. 

O ! God of arms ! do thou infpire 
In manly breads the hero’s fire. 

And bid the virtues of the fire 
From fon to fon defcend. 


Chorus. 

Propitious from Olympus’ height 
Protecting Powers! attend. 

Part Chorus. 

O ! Goddefs ! whofe benignant care 
Can man’s decaying race repair. 

The -hearts of thefe, tlje brave and fair. 
Inflame with faithful love. 

Chorus. 

Propitious from Olympus’ height. 

On glad Tarpeia’s rock alight. 

And every happy nuptial rite. 

Protecting Powers'! attend. 

6 


Rom. 
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Rom. At length, O ! moll ador’d, and con¬ 
quering fair. 

Who triumph o’er your vidtors, we behold 
Your hands with Romans join’d in fpoufal vows. 
Since Heaven has granted to this infant kingdom 
In you its deareft hopes. Ah ! make with us 
The fweet exchange of love : for not imped'd 
By hatred or revenge, or heat of youth. 

The Roman valour fought fo dear a prize. 

Ah ! deem more nobly of us. With the bands 
Of near alliance would we hope to change 
Our enmity to friendfhip. Well you know. 

That in a chalte afylum ; midft a train 
Of holy matrons, in the guardian care 
Of Heaven, you have relided, till fubdued 
By every merit of refpeclful fervice, 

You willingly fulfill’d the folemn rites. 

Difdain not then thefe humble firlt attempts 
To found a warlike race. The Gods prefcribe 
No bounds for virtue. Yonder Capitol, 

Now rullic and unknown, in times to come 
May boall a mightier name. My heart dilates 
With every glorious hope. And you, ye fair ! 
(Now Roman conforts) will with us partake 
One common fate ; and while your minds revolve 
The prefent nuptials and the future trophies, • 

O ! lecond with your love thefe happy omens. 


Chorus, 
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Chorus. 

Propitious from Olympus’ height 
On glad Tarpeia’s rock alight. 

And every happy nuptial rite 
Protecting Powers! attend. 

[while this Chorus is Jinging the 
married couples join again in a 
dance and go out.] 

SCENE II. 

Romulus, Hersilia, Hostilxus, Valeria. 

Rom. [to Her.] And midft fo many, whom this 
day has blefs’d, 

Belov’d Herfilia ! muft I ftill remain 
Uncertain of my fate ? 

Her. O ! Heaven ! [afide. 

Hojl. [to Val.] And fay. 

Cannot the example of the Sabine rigour 
Subdu’d at length, for me, Valeria, move 
One Roman virgin’s heart ? 

Val. Ill-fated love ! [afide. 

Rom. Ah ! princefs, fpeak. 

Her. By thee I was requefted, 

Not as a bride, but as fpeCtatrefs, here 
To attend the facred rite : I yielded to thee : 

What 
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What can I further fay ? To thee are known 
The duties that engrofs Herfilia’s thoughts : 

Thou know’ft I am a Sabine and a daughter. 

Rom. I know I muft not hope to obJkin thy 
hand, 

Unlefs ’tis granted by thy noble father ; 

And, truft me, I in thee admire and love 
A daughter’s ftricft obedience. Since he firft 
Repuls’d me hardily, I’ve again renew’d 
My earned: fuit. Ah ! while I trembling wait 
Th’ eventful iflue, give me comfort: fay. 

What fhare have I, Herfilia, in thy heart? 

Say, doft thou love me ? If the true affe&ions 
Of faithful lovers- 

Her. Romulus, Ah ! ceafe, 

And do not forfeit thus the former merit, 

Of all thy generous cares. 

Rom. What crime is mine ? 

Her. Freedom of fpeech, like this, to Sabine 
dames, 

Our country’s ufage gives not: never words 
Of fond endearment there efcape the lips, 

’Till firft the altar fandlifies the paffion. 

Rom. What charm has beauty when with virtue 
grac’d ! 

[to Hoft.] Go, friend, and fecond my impati¬ 
ence—go, 

Afk if the wifh’d-for meflenger returns; 

Moments 
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Moments are ages to me. 

Hofi. More than you 
The Roman people brook not this delay. 

Eager they languish with their king to fee 
A confort on the throne. Already now 
Tis whifper’d thou fhould’ft in thy thoughts re¬ 
volve 

Some other bride more eafy to be won. 

Rom. Some other bride ! Ah ! never muft 
they hope 

Herfilia can be banifh’d from this bofom. 

Behold the fair, decreed by love 
My fondeft thoughts to claim : 

’Tis (he, and fhe alone fhall prove 
The objedl of my flame. 

Till now the Gods, of all her kind 
Ne’er fram’d a maid fo fair: 

But with the virtues of her mind, 

No outward charms compare. 

\_Exit with Hoft. 

SCENE III. 

Hersilta, Valeria. 

Val. And does not then our hero, my Herfilia, 
Seem worthy to be lov’d ? And if his rule 
Cannot fometimes reftrain a headftrong people, 

At leafl: his wifdom well atones for all. 


Her. 
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Her. I fee it truly. 

Val. Does thy heart meantime 
Plead nothing in his caufe ? 

Her. I praife his virtues. 

Val. But tell me; does Herfilia love or hate 
him ? 

Her. Alas! my friend; I know not what I feel: 
A thoufand paffions ftruggle in my bofom. 
Unknown before ; and Romulus has left 
His looks and words engraven in my foul. 

To me he feems the greateft, and the beft 
The firft of mortals! But, alas ! to me 
What, what avails it ? Shall Herfilia prove 
A rebel to a father’s facred will ? 

Forgetful of the Sabines’ rigid duties, 

Caft off her wonted conftancy of fpirit 
For which fhe once was fam’d’d ?—O ! never, 
never! 

Thou God, who rul’ft the feeble mind, 

Now vainly feek’fi: in me to find 
What fways fo oft the female kind, 

Thou art no God for me. 
fn vain thy threaten’d chains prepare : 

With firmnefs arm’d tq break the fiiare; 

My foul, for ever free, thall dare 
Thy boafted chains and thee. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Valeria alone . 

Yes, fage Herfilia, though fhe little knows it. 
Is warm’d with love, but warm’d with noble fire ; 
Whilft I, unhappy as I am, adore 
A falfe, ungrateful lover. Well I know 
By many a proof Acrontes has deceiv’d me 
What do I fee !—He comes— 

And yet, O ! Heaven !—• 

SCENE V. 

Enter Acrontes in a Roman habit. 

Acr. \_fees her as he enters Til-fated meeting. 
Val. Whither doft thou go ? 

O ! unadvis’d—while all the Sabine race 
Confpire the fall of Rome ; wilt thou, a Sabine, 
In borrow’d vefture, rilk thy fafety here ? 

Acr. I fear no rifk to blefs my eyes with thee. 
Val. Thou falfe one ! Well I know thou heed’ll 
not longer 

Thy plighted faith to me, Thy bofom now 
Glows only for Herfilia, 

Acr. Mine, Valeria ? 

Val. Acrontes, thine, Think’ll thou to me 
unknown 
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Thy fuit in vain preferr’d, her fire’s refufal. 

Thy rage of difappointment ? 

Acr. O ! thou wrong’ll me : 

I call down Heaven to witnefs- 

Val. Oh! forbear. 

I would not blulh at perjuries like thine— 

Go—if thou heed’ll not me, yet heed thyfelf. 

If me thou doll defpife, defpife not yet 
My friendly counfel: worthlefs as thou art. 

Let me not tremble to behold thy danger. 

Acr. Canll thou be thus alarm’d to fee my 
danger. 

And yet, Valeria, think me Hill a traitor ? 

Val. Yes, I’m deceiv’d ; and know too well 
Who a6ts the traitor’s part; 

Yet cannot, O ye Power’s ! expel 
His image from my heart. 

Yes, cruel, thus by Fate opprefs’d 
Unheard-of woes I prove ; 

For while the treafon I detell, 

The traitor Hill I love. 

| Exit . 


VOL. in. 


Y 
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[ACT l. 


SCENE VI. 

Acrontes alone. ■ 

This meeting is ill-omen’d to my purpoie : 

But let me ftill be conftant. Rome (hall fall: 

I only, with my Ceninenfian bands. 

Prepar’d for inftant abti’on, will impel 
The Sabines’ tardy vengeance—But Herfilia— 
She mult be fir ft feeur’d ; a hoftage left 
Like her; might check the ardour of my foul 
With chilling doubts. Already have I one 
To guide me to her—but as yet be comes not— 
He muft be fought. | going. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Curtius. 

Ha! Curtius! 

Cur. Ha ! Acrontes [meeting and gazing 

. at each other for fome time. 

Acr. And art thou he ? 

Cur. And am I not deceiv’d. 

Acr. The fovereign of th’ Antemfiati in Rome ? 
Cur. And here the Ceninenfian prince ? 

Acr. At length 

Impatient of your long-delay’d refentment, 

I gave 
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I gave the reins to mine. Myfelf, of all 
Our injur’d Sabines, will alone revenge 
The common caufe. This day I mean to make 
The aflault on Rome ; and hence it firft behoves 
To explore the weak and lead defended parts: 
This talk I trull to none but to Acrontes. 

O ! if a zeal like mine inflame thy breaft, 

Unite with me ; fufpend all former hatred. 

I, from this hour, expunge from my remembrance 
The wrong thou didft me to refufe Herfilia : 

Now fpeak we but of honour. Henceforth ceafe 
All rancour for our private injuries, • 

Till to the univerfal world be Ihewn 
Our vow’d revenge for every public wrong. 

Cur. But know’ll thou not to-day what new 
affront 

We mull fullain ? This day they celebrate, 
Between the Roman youth and Sabine maids, 

The hymeneal rites. The certain tidings 
Of this have reach’d us, and the fellive {hews 
I fee on every hand confirm the truth. 

I cannot bear the thought: unconfcious yet 
What courfe to take, I halle to fnatqh my daughter 
From thefe detelled nuptials. 

Acr. Curtins, now 
Too late thou corn’ll. 

Cur. Say’ll thou ? 

Acr. The nuptials, prince, 
y 2 


Already 
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Already are completed. 

Cur '. Heavenly Powers! 

And was Herfilia too—It cannot be— 

Too well I know her: ever was her mind 
Refpedtful, duteous; and her life was led 
In due obfervance of her fex’s laws, 

And firm, obedience to a father’s will. 

Acr. And yet is fhe a bride. 

Cur. Who dares affirm it ?— 

I 

How know’ft thou this ? 

Cur. But now, in this attire 
Difguis’d, and mingled with the crowd, I faw 
The nuptial pomp. 

Cur. And was Herfilia too- 

Acr. Herfilia too was there amongfl: the brides, 
The joyous brides of Rome’s ferocious youth. 

Cur. O ! cruel ftroke I 

[ fits down in an agony of rage and grief. 

Acr. But wherefore linger now 
In tardy floth ? Prevention comes too late. 

But vengeance flill is ours. Hafte then, unite 
Thy fcatter’d warriors, and with me combine 
In impious Rome’s deftru&ion. 

Cur. [ not attending to him. ] O ! Herfilia ! 

The child of Curtius and a Sabine maid ! 

Acr. He hears me not—his madnefs of defpair 
May raife fome tumult, 'or perehance obftrudt 

My 
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My purpos’d fcheme to bear Herfilia hence : 
’Twere wifdom to provide againft this evil. 

[to Cur.] Then tell me, Curtius, may I learn from 
thee- 

Cur. O ! leave me, leave me ! 

Acr. Muft I leave thee, Curtius ? 

Then be it fo—now to my great defign. [Exit. 


SCENE VIII. 

Cuktius alone. 

And is Herfilia then indeed become 
A willing Roman wife ? Midft all my woes 
This, this I little fear’d.—O ! perjur’d girl! 
Perfidious! vainly fhalt thou hope to efcape 
Thy punifhment: not earth fhall yield to thee 
A wifh’d afylum; think not e’er to find 
A fhelter from my rage, though plac’d befide 
Thy new-made fpoufe, or in the arms of Jove ! 

Hence thoughts of every gentle kind. 

Affections that my heart remind 
I bore a parent’s name : 

To madnefs and revenge refign’d. 

The father I difclaim. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX, 

apartments in the palace dejlined for Hersiua, on 
the Palatine hill. 

Heiisilia, Hostility JT 

Hof. But doll thqu know, Herfilia, all the 
merits 

That Romulus can boaft ? 

Her , I know them all. 

Hof.. And yet thou lov’ft him not ?' 

Her. With us, Hollilius, 

Love is the child of duty. 

Hof. Then for Rome 

No hope remains but from a father’s mandate, 

.->p . 

Her. And that were vain to expedt-—I know 
my father. 

Hof. If adverfe thus thy fire rejedl our king; 

If coldly thou, Herlilia, canll receive him. 

At lead;' thou may’ll fecure our nation’s peace. 

Her. Who I ? Say how. 

Hof. The people with to fee 
Their king efpous’d; and nearly this defire 
Degenerates into tumult. If the fates 
Deny thee to our wilhes, Romulus 
Afay from thy counfel choofe another bride. 

2 ’ Her, 
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Her. What mean’ll thou ? By my counfel } 

Hojt. Yes, Herfilia. 

Her. But fay what right have I— 

Hoji. That right which love 
Claims o’er his heart; and who fhall hope to guide 
Like thee his foul’s affection ? 

Her. Muft Herfilia 
Be call’d to fix the deftiny of Rome ? 

Shall I, a ft ranger, feek for you a queen ? 

HoJl. Thou need’ft nqt feek’: behold her near. 

Her. Her name } 

HoJl. Valeria. 

Her. Ha ! Valeria ? 

Hoft. Since the throne 
Mud not be honour’d with Herfilia’s virtues, 

At leaft it never can receive difgrace 
From noble, chafte Valeria. 

Her. If thou think’fl: 

Herfilia can avail—but fure, Hoftilius, 

’Tis wondrous ft range—Valeria is a lover.' 

Hoft. I know it well; and for her evil fate 
She loves Acrontes : ,’twere. a deed of friendfhip 
To break fuch chains as ill befeem Valeria. 

Her. It may be fo—yet—• 

Hoft. Romulus this moment 
In fearch of thee approaches. 

Her. Romulus! 

'Hoft. 
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Hofi. Even he : fupport, Herfilia, my defign; 
Ufe every means- 

Her . Thou would’ft inftru& me furely 
To rave like thee—Who can divine thy purpofe ? 
I till this moment deem’d thy fighs of love 
Breath’d for Valeria, yet thou bid’ll me give 
Her beauties to another. Doubtlefs firft 
Thou hall deceiv’d, or mull deceive me now. 

Hojl. Ah ! no, believe not that I once deceiv’d. 
Or I deceive thee now : beyond myfelf 
I love Valeria; hence my warmell wilhes 
Purfue her honour, glory and her peace. 

With lying boall thofe lovers claim 
The praife to faithful lovers due ; 

Who in the objedl of their flame 
A felfilh happinefs purfue. 

What generous paflions fway his breall. 
What love is to his fair-one lhown, . 

Who when his power can make her blell 
Derives not from her blifs his own ? £ Exit . 


SCENE X. 

Hersilia alone. 

’Tis virtue fllre to fecond the defign 
Of generous love—but paufe awhile, Herfilia, 
And weigh the talk enjoin’d. To Romulus 

Shall 
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Shall I give counfel ? Make him this requeft ? 
And offer him a bride ?—My heart revolts 
From fuch a thought—What words fhall I employ 
To fpeak—Alas ! what mean thefe fudden doubts 
That fuit not Sabine honour ? Whence the tumult 
That reigns within this bofom ? 


SCENE XI. 

Enter Curtius. 

Cur. Have I found thee ? 

Degenerate girl! 

Her. What voice is that ? My father ! 

O! fir- 

Cur. Be filent; nor with lips like thine 
Profane that name. 

Her. Alas ! my father. 

Cur. Cafl 

Thofe daring eyes to earth. A Roman wife 
Can ne’er be Curtius’ daughter. 

Her. Ha ! a wife ! 

A wife, Herfilia ? 

Cur. Perjur’d as thou art, 

Add not a falfehood to increafe thy guilt, 

Wert thou not now,i with thy rebellious friends. 
Before the hated altar ? 

Her. A fpe£latrefs. 


But 
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But not a bride’ 

Cur. And was not then thy hand- 

Her. Herfilia’s hand will never be bellow’d 
Without a father’s fandtion. 

Cur. Art thou then- 

Her. I am a Sabine Hill. 

Cur. An offer’d throne 
Will never change—— 

Her. A throne to me were vile, 

Unlefs to thee I ow’d it. 

Cur. And the threats 

Of hollile rage- 

Her. No other threats, my father, 

Could make me tremble, but the threats alone 
Deriv’d from thy difpleafure. Death itfelf 
Were far lefs dreadful than the juft reproach 
Of him to whom I owe my life, my all! 

Cur. Thou deareft part! thou treafure of my 
foul! 

Come to my bread : forgive my hafty rage ; 

A happier day for me till now—Herfilia, . 

Thou trembled:! 

Her. ’Tis for thee, for thee, my father, 

I tremble—On the inftant Romulus 

Is.here expedted—Should’!! thou now be found 

In this difguife, amidft a hpftile city, 

Alas! who knows—O ! let us hence, my lord. 

Where’er 
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Where’er thou goed I will purfue thy fteps.' 

Cur. No, daughter, this might hazard all, and 
make 

Our hopes abortive. We mull patient wait 
The favour of the night. 

Her. Meantime—O Heavens !- 
Behold he comes ! [looking out. 

Cur. I go—take heed, my child. 

Thy fears betray me not. 

Her, Where canll thou now 
In fafety wait ? 

Cur. A faithful friend is near 
To fecond my defign. When time fhall ferve 
JBxpedt my quick return—’till then farewell! 

[Exit.- 


SCENE XII. 

Hbrsxlia alone , 

O ! me unhappy ! midd my. adverfe fortune'' 
There wanted only this, of r every evil 
The word, to tremble for a father’s fafety. 

In this diftrefsful date how fhall I meet: 

The eyes of Romulus ?—Alas! he comes— 

Let me. avoid his prefence, [/<»«£> 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 

Enter Romulus. 

Rom. Doft thou fly me ? 

Fly me, Herfilia ? 

Her. \afide.~\ O ye Powers ! affifl: me. 

Rom. Fear not, O ! princefs, I fhall fpeak of 
love: 

No, I too much refpedl the native manners 
Held facred by thy fex; yet furely thefe 
Are more than virtue claims. To curb my paffion 
I mull confefs is pain; but greater pain 
To hazard thy difpleafure. 

Her. \ajide7\ Generous prince ! 

Rom. It will not fure be deem’d I fpeak of love. 
To fay but this : if Heaven and if thy father 
Had given me to poflefs Herfilia’s hand. 

No blifs had equall’d mine. 

Her. [afide .] Alas ! Herfilia. 

Rom. Thou would’ft have added fplendor to the 
throne: 

In thee had Rome beheld her guardian goddefs. 
And I the unrivall’d fovereign of my heart. 

Her. My lord—no more—permit me to retire. 
Rom. Am I then hateful to thee ? 


Her. 
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Her. [ajide.~\ Crael fate ! 

Rorit. If with the Sabines ’tis a crime to love. 
Yet fure your laws compel you not to hate; 

And ’twixt fuch adverfe paffions fouls like yours 
May reft uncenfur’d; and though Heaven forbids 
me 

To find in thee a lover and a wife, 

Herfilia may be yet a grateful friend. 

Her. [ajide.~\ Where am I ?—Cruel Powers ! 
fhall I. depart, 

Or ftill remain ? How fain I would excufe 
My feeming rigour—but I dare not fpeak. 

And every accent that I ftrive to utter 
Converts between my lips to broken fighs. 

Rom. Is ftill Herfilia filent ? Will fhe not 
Vouchfafe me one poor look ?' Ah ! tell me when 
I have offended ? Say, what crime is mine ? 

Her. Sir—if you think— [afidti\ O Heaven! 
Rom. Why doft thou paufe ? 

Some new diftrefs—for never till this hour 
Thy heart has ftruggled with fuch varied paflion. 
Thou blufheft now, and now thy cheek is pale: 

It feems thou fain would’ft tell what yet thy tongue 
In vain would fpeak, while every look confefles 
A bofom tortur’d with conflicting pangs. 

In pity fay- 

Her. O fir ! I cannot fpeak. [weeps. 


Rom. 
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Rom. Alas ! what mean thofe tears that flow 
From forrows of the heart ? 

Her . Ah me ! I die—but dare not now 
The pangs I feel impart. 

Rom. Am I then guilty of thy grief ? 

Her. I would-farewell. 

Rom. And wherefore go ? 

Her. My flay to neither yields relief. 

Rom. Yet leave me not, Herfilia, fo. 

Both. Ah ! who like me by fate opprefs’d, 
E’er knew fuch cruel pain ? 

I ne’er till now, howe’er diftrefs’d, 

Have, known fuch paffions rend my breaft 
As I this day fuftain. {Exeunt federally. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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A C T II. SCENE I. 

An inner apartment of the palace, from which is a 
view of the Porta Carmentalis, and the Tar- 
peian Rock. 

Hersilia alone. 

Alas 1 ’tis all too true, and nought avails 
Still to conceal this weaknefs from myfelf. 

I am no longer now the auftere Herfilia; 

The firft of every thought is Romulus : 
Unconfcious what I fay, his name for ever 
Dwells on my lips. If any, if my prefence, 

But fpeak of Romulus, I feel the glow 
Of mantling blufhes : oft as he approaches, 

I am diftmb’d, the colour .leaves my cheek : 

I’m filent, I’m confus’d; while in my breaft, 

My heart beats quick with mingled grief and joy. 
If this be not,- ah ! tell me what is love ? 

Since thou fo ill canft guard thee from the foe, 
Contend no more, Herfilia—fly, O ! fly; 

And fave at leaft thy glory by thy flight. 

For flight in love is vi&ory. 


scent; 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Curtius. 

Cur. My daughter— 

Herfilia. 

Her. Ah ! my father, let us hence 
Without delay—if now thou com’ft to feek me, 
Behold I am prepar’d. 

Cur. I come, my child. 

To warn thee of a danger unforefeen. 

That threatens thee. The Ceninenfian prince 
Is now in Rome : with him I have convers’d. 

He feign’d to quit the city : but this inllant, 

Near thy apartment, from afar again 
I faw the infidious prince : he doubtlefs plans 
Some dark defign : but late he fought thy hand. 
At my refufal fir’d, he gives the reins 
To mad refentment, bending all his thoughts 
To outward violence and fraud. Take heed. 

Her. Ah ! then, what longer fhould detain' us 
here ? 

Let us depart. 

Cur. It'is not yet the time, 

But reft in peace a few fhort moments more. 

Her. In Rome, alas ! there is no peace for me. 
1 cannot bear this dwelling: take me, father, 
Take me from all I fuffer : let me fly 


From 
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From every objedl here ; and breathe at length 
The tranquil Sabine air. 

Cur. My deareft daughter, 

How am I charm’d to hear thy fond impatience, 
In which the Sabine virtue brightly fliines. 

Be calm : ere long expeft me to return. 

And give thee freedom. Let this thought mean¬ 
while 

Confole thee, that thou may’ft with confciou9 
pride 

Review thyfelf. Let every daughter learn 
From thee, my dear Herfllia, to refpedt 
Her country and her father; triumph o’er 
Th’ enfeebling perils of her fex and youth. 

And, midft the flatteries of infidious love, 
Preferve the free dominion o’er her heart: 

My hope ! my glory ! and my beftfupport 1 

When, I, ye Gods! to thought recall 
That fuch a daughter’s mine ; 

Whate’er may chance, I pardon all. 

Nor more a,t Heaven repine. 

On me let adverfe Fortune frown. 

And woes on woes increafe; 

That dear remembrance ftill fhall crown 
A father’s days with peace. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE III. 


Heksilia alone. 


Where fhall I hide myfelf? Thefe praifes given,- 
So ill deferv’d, are to my foul reproaches. 

And fhall a father prize in thee, Herfilia, 

That virtue which thou haft not ? Shall he thus 
Deceiv’d, applaud thee, love thee, honour thee. 
This canft thou hear, and not with fhame expire ? 
Does not thy confcience fhrink from fuch approval. 
Or feel a generous impulfe to deferve it ? 

It (hall be fo—and flying fhall fecure thee.— 

But in the fight of Romulus, O ! Heaven l 
I dare not truft myfelf—by proof I know 
How cruel is the trials—Then in me 
Is love neceflity ? [ Jhe Jit si] To me alone 
Has Heaven denied the liberty of choice ? 

Ah ! no—refume, to guide the ftubborn paffions, 
Thofe reins, Herfilia, thou haft thrown afide : 

A firm determin’d virtue conquers all. 

My fears are v£Tiifh’d now : the greater trial. 

The greater is my triumph - t I abjure 

The affections I condemn. Henceforth Herfilia 

Decrees to be the miftrefs of her will. 

Now, where is Romulus ? Hoftilius, fay. 

[rifes with JirmneJs. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Hostilius. 

Hojl. He comes this inftant from the fenatehoufe. 
And haftes to his apartment. 

Her. MayHerfilia 
Have leave to fee him ? 

Hojl. Leave to fee him, princefs ? 

Forgive me, but fuch doubt were moft unjuft. 
Her. I would converfe with him. 

Hojt. Then Rome perhaps 
May cherifh hopes propitious to her vows. 

And Romulus moft welcome to his love. 

Her. Herfilia was not born for him or Rome. 
But if, as thou haft faid, indeed ’tis true, 

The will of Romulus depends on mine ; 

This day fhall thy Valeria be a queen. 

Hojl. Ah ! then- 


SCENE V. 

Enter Valeria. 

Her. [to Val.] My friend, if happy ftars affifl, 
I go to obtain for thee a regal crown. 

Val. For me ! 

z 2 


Her. 
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Her. For thee : but think not mij&ie the merit 
Of fuch a choice : I owe to good Hoftilius 
The generous thought: in thee h« he propos’d 
A confort worthy of the king of Rome. 

With reafon I approve, and now afpire, 

In fuch a work, to emulate his praife. 

Val. Believe me grateful: but you both difpofe 
Of that for me, which is not mine to give. 

My love, you know, is plighted to a lover : 
Though faithlefs I am his, and love becomes 
In me neceffity. 

Her. The fond pretence 
To excufe our weaknefs. Let us ufe our will 
To better purpofe ; or, if we refufe 
To break thofe ties, which love has render’d dear, 
Accufe not Fate for errors all our own. 

Let none againft his liars exclaim. 

Or midll his fufferings Fortune blame. 

Who Hill a willing Have remains. 

-Of what avail are tears and lighs 
To his relief, who only tries 

To find his pleafure in his chains ? 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI, 

Hostilius, Valeria, 

Val. What can this mean, Hoftilius ? I believ’d 
Herfilia's love for Romulus; but now, 

By proof, I find my error. Once I deem d 
In thy affections I had borne a part j 
But now I find thou didft but mock my ear 
With flattery feigning love. I own, Hoftilius, 

I know not what to think, 

Hoft. If you have err’d 
In deeming love had touch’d Herfilia’s heart, 

I cannot well divine ; but this I know, 

I love Valeria with the tendereft paffion. 

And ever will preferve for her my flame. 

Val. Then wherefore feek in me your future 
queen ? 

Hoft. In what does your advancement to the 
throne 

Oppofe my love ? The paffion that I feel, 

Is far, far different in its purity 
From that of vulgar lovers. Ever ftill 
The admirer of your virtues, jealous ever 
Of all that may advance Valeria’s honour. 
Exulting in her fortune, I lhall ftill 
Through life adore her, as I now adore. 

Val. Ah ! peace, Hoftilius, fpare me the remorfe 

2 My 
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My heart muft feel to be to thee ungrateful. 
What lover e’er could boaft a love like thine ? 

Ah ! learn at leaft that well I know thee now; 
And were the ties, in which, alas ! I languid), 
Lefs hard to be diflolv’d, the noble gift 
Of fuch a heart as thine, in my ambition 
Would far outfhine the fplendors of a throne. 

When firft a lover I became 
A lover’s fighs to prove. 

Why did I feed another dame, 

And figh not for thy love ? 

Ah ! why fo little does the mind 
Its firft affedtions know, 

That where we deem our blifs to find 

Too oft we find pur woe ? f Exit. 


SCENE VII. 

Hostilius alone. 

O ! Heaven, I’m not deceiv’d. Valeria now 
Is more than grateful to'me. My affedtion 
In all its purity, to that dear breaft 
Is not a ftranger. O! the certainty 
Of fuch a blifs ! What rapture do I feel! 

In this excels of joy, my foul muft own 
Ho greater recompenfe awaits on love. 


If 
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If one there be who little knows 
The blifs that now my foul o’erflows. 

He well may pity claim : 

And furely brief his joys muft prove, 

Who never knew fuch thoughts as move 
My panting heart, fmce gentle Love 
Here kindled firlt his flame. [Exit. 


SCENE VIII. 

Apartments, with covered walks on the fide of the 
Palatine hill. 

Romulus alone. 

O ! no—’tis not alone the Sabine rigour 
That agitates Herfilia. In that face 
And from thofe lips methought I faw, I heard— 
Ah ! Romulus, begirt with threatening foes, 
Amidft a growing empire’s many cares. 

How has thy bofom found a place for love ? 

Such weaknefs—Surely ’tis not always weaknefs. 
When love with reafon joins ; it changes then 
Its former nature. My Herfilia (hines 
The friendly liar that regulates my thoughts 
With more than mortal influence. Yes, her virtue. 
The ancient fplendor of her anceftry, 

The welfare of the realm, the people’s fuffrage— 
Rut hark ! what clafh of fwords is this I hear ? 

S What 
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What means the fudden tumult ? [locking cut, 
Acr. [within.~\ No—this weapon 
Is not an eafy conqueft. 

Rom. How ? My guards 
In conflidt with a Roman ? 


SCENE IX. 

Enter Acrontes. 

Acr. Adverfe Gods ! [dropping his /word as 

he enters. 

Rom. Forbear, my friends, and touch not him, 
who now 

Has no defence.—Ye Powers! Am I deceiv’d ? 
Thou art not fure Acrontes ? 

Acr. I am he. [haughtily. 

Rom. Acrontes and in Rome ? In my apartments > 
In Roman veftments ? What is thy defign ? 

Acr. Of this I render no account to thee. 

Rom. Thy boldnefs fuits but ill the prefent time j 
Remember now Acrontes where thou aEt. 

Acr. Where’er Acrontes is, with him he bears 
His valour Hill, 

Rom. But, prince, fuch valour here 
In thee were rafhnefs. Speak: is it the love 
Thou vainly bear’ll Herfilia, or the hatred 

Long 
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Long nourilh’d againft me, that blinds thy reafon ? 
Acr. Spare, Romulus, thy queftions : know I 
come not 

To anfwer at thy bidding : ufe thy fortune. 

I Hand determin’d, and prepar’d for all: 

I know what treatment I decreed for thee. 

Had now that date been thine, to which the fates 
(Adverfe to valour) have reduc’d Acrontes : 

And hence I know what to expedl from thee. 

Rom. Thou dpft but ill prefege,—Lidtors, return 
His weapon to the Ceninenfian prince ; 

And you, ye warriors, give him condudt fafe 
Beyond the precindts of the Roman walls. 

Acr. My fword! 

Rom. Receive it, and in yonder'field 
Regain, with this, what thou haft loft in Rome. 

Acr. Thy folly, Romulus, may coll theadear; 
Revenge, for oftentation thus negledled. 

Too late thou wilt repent. 

Rom. Revenge? On whom? 

If thou’rt a madman, I forgive thy frenzy: 

If thbu’rt a lover, thou haft then my pity; 

A foe, I heed thee not; and if thou corn’d 
A traitor, vers’d in treafon, I defpife thee. 


Acr. 
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Her. Contemn me now with haughty fpeech. 
This arm perhaps ere long may teach 
Thy tongue an humbler drain. 

Then fee if ftill thy pride will dare 
From yonder Capitol afar, 

As here at Rome, in fields of war 

To infult me _once again. [Exit. 


SCENE X. 

Enter Her&ilia. 

Her. [entering.] Behold him—To complete my 
victory 

The time now calls upon me. 

Rom. [to, himfelf ‘.J Wondrous ftrange 
Such courage and fuch fiercenefs ! 

Her. [to herfelff Gods! what means 
This new enchantment ? In.his prefence now 
I feel again difturb’d. 

Rom. [to himfelf i] And can it be. 

Such valour fhauld be found to infpire a foul 
Where dwells fo little virtue ? 

Her. [to herfelff No, Herfilia, 

Let not thy throbbing heart difarm thy purpofe : 
The bolded: warrior finds in every conflict. 

The hardeft trial in the firfi; encounter. 

[advancing 
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[advancing to Rom.] My lord, vouchfafe but for 
a few (hort moments 
To give me audience. 

Rom. Is it poffible L 

Do I not dream ? The deareft of my cares. 

My only wilh, the fair Herfilia comes. 

And comes, ye Powers ! to feek me. 

Her. Romulus, 

Wilt thou not hear me then ? [with a ferious air. 
Rom. What means Herfilia ? 

Her. Thou know’ll: fuch words offend me. 

[ferious. 

Rom. In defpite 

Of all my bell refolves my heart will rife 
Spontaneous to my lips. 

Her. If thou would’ll have 
Me prefent Hill, fpeak not in tender accents. 

Nor ever fay thou lov’ll me. 

Rom. [ aftde.~\ Surely yet 
She hates me not— [to her. ] I lhall obey— What 
would’ll thou ? 

Her. I come from Romulus to implore a grace. 

Rom. A grace from me ! And mull thou yet be 
told. 

That from the moment I beheld thee firll. 

Thou hadlt dominion o’er my heart and throne; 
O’er all—forgive me—I will curb my fondnefs, 

And 
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And never more tranfgrefs. 

Her. [afde.~\ Be firm, Herfilia, 

And urge him to receive Valeria’s hand. 

Rom, What would Herfilia ? Speak. 

Her. That Romulus 

Would deign from me to accept another bride, 
Rom. I ?—I, Herfilia ? [with furf rife. 

Her. Yes—I offer thee 
My friend Valeria, 

Rom, M? ! [diflurfred. 

Her. Thou know’ft Valeria 
Deferves to fhare thy heart, 

Rom. And doft thou thus, 

Ingrate, infult my love ? Does then my faith. 

My candid truth and conftancy deferve 
This recompenfe ? And canfl thou, cruel, thus 
Diftraift a heart that bears thy image grav’d; 
Where, cruel as thou art, thou ftill fhalt reign ? 

Her. \afided\ Ye rigid Sabine laws ! fiipport me 
ftill. 

Rom, Give me another bride! Almighty Powers! 
Could not thy cold indifference then fuffice ? 

To heap contempt and anguifh on the man 
Who lives not but in thee ! 

Her. [afde.~\ My breaking heart! 

Rom. Infenfate as I was ! I fondly, deem’d 
My love return’d by thine: thofe brfiken accents, 

Thofe 
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Thofe changing looks, involuntary tears, 

That feem’d to fpeak fome paffion ill conceal d; 
And thefe, Herlilia, were deception all! [ tenderly. 

Her. Ah ! thefe were no deception. [ tenderly , 
Rom. How, Herfilia! 

And was I not deceiv’d f [with pleafing furprife. 

Her. [ajide.] Eternal Powers ! 

What have I faid ? 

Rom. Thou treafure of my foul! 

[with warmth of ajfeftion. 
Is it then true ? And have I then thy love ? 

Her. O! hold-nor triumph o’er Herfilia’s 

weaknefs. 

Rom. But could’ft thou, loving Romulus, pro- 
pofe 

To him another bride ? 

Her. O ! Heavenly Powers! 

No more diftradl me—Could’ft thou read my heart. 
Ah ! didft thou know how much it felt to make 
The harfh propofal, (unavailing effort 
Of tyrant duty !) which to thee appear’d 
A woman’s cruel infult: fhould I tell thee 
What dreadful conflidl of contending paffions 
Has rent my foul—Ah ! Romulus, ’twould raife 
Thy pity and thy wonder. 

Rom. Rather fay 

My tendemefs and love. What mortal ever 
Was bleft like me f The ador’d Herfilia’s mine ! 

Behold 
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Behold the ftar to blefs my growing empire ! 

O ! happy Rome 1 

Her. Alas ! it cannot be. 

Vain is that hope—a hope that mull deceive thee: 
I never can be thine. 

Rom. Not mine, Herlilia ! 

Say, what forbids it now ? 

Her. I am a daughter. 

Let this fuffice; by thee fubdued. 

My rigour now is o’er: 

By thee my inmoft heart is view’d; 

But ah ! exadl no more. 

Still conftant fhali my foul remain 
Her duty to fulfil; 

Though every effort prov’d in vain 

Her weaknefs to conceal. \Exit. 


SCENE XI. 

Romulus alone. 

Ah ! Romulus, no longer doubt thy triumph; 
Thou haft conquer’d all Herfilia’s rigid coldnefs : 
Her father fhali forget his enmity, 

And yield at length confent. Entreaties, offers. 
With every ’vantage ; nothing fhali be left 
Untried to gain her. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 

Enter Hostilius haftily. 

Hoft. Romulus, to arms! 

Rom. What means Hoftilius, ha ! 

Hoft. Rome is in danger. 

Acrontes, mindlefs of thy generous treatment. 
Had fcarcely gain’d his freedom when he threaten’d. 
With all his force conjoin’d, to aflail the city. 

Rom. What force is his ? 

Hoft. His Ceninenfian bands. 

All thefe in ambufti did he hold prepar’d 
In various quarters : at his fignal given 
I faw the neighbouring country fill’d with arms; 

A thoufand unexpected weapons blaze. 

And open’d banners ftreaming to the wind. 

Rom. The infenfate thinks to find us unprepar’d: 
His puniftiment fhall teach him other thoughts. 

[ going. 

Hoft. I at thy fide- [preparing to follow. 

Rom. No : here remain, Hoftilius : 

Rome I intruft to thee. Defend thy country ; 
Defend Herfilia : who can tell what next 
The traitor may attempt ? Some fecret guile, 

As yet to a6t, perhaps remains behind. 

Go, 
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Go, but delay not. 

Hoft. On my faith repofe. 

SCENE XIII. 

Romulus alone. 

All thanks to thee, O God of arm®! to thee. 
Mother of mighty Love ! from whom my blood 
Derives its deathlefs fource. My liappinefs 
Is all your gift, and yours the noble warmth 
That now my bofom feels : in every trial 
Be near me Hill, and let your favouring prefence 
For me flill open every path to fame. 

Amidft the toils of arms I go 

A double wreath to find; 

And with the amorous myrtle fhow 

The martial laurel twin’d.- 
* 

A victor and a lover bleft, 

Shall I returning home, 

With either conqueft proudly grac’d. 

Triumphant enter Rome. [Exit 


[aqt it. 
[Exit. 


END OE THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

A wild part of the Palatine gardens, amongjl high 
craggy rocks, watered by a falling Jlream, and 
Jhaded with a number of thick trees. 

Enter Curtius in hajle. 

Where {hall I find her ? Let me not neglect . 
The profperous moment Fortune offers now— 
Behold Ihe comes. 


SCENE II. 

Enter Hersilia. 

My deareft daughter, thanks 

To all the Gods ! at length we may depart; 

The time is now arriv’d. 

Her. Alas! you know not 
A dreadful battle rages now between 
The Romans and the Ceninenfian bands 
Behind the Palatine : the quarter there 
Is throng’d with arms and men, and every way 
Barr’d from accefs to reach the Sabine land. 
Cur. Not all are barr’d. 

Her. Yes, doubt it not, my father: 

VOL. III. 


A A. 


I from 
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I from my lofty dwelling view’d beneath 
The furious combatants; and from the fight 

With terror flying- ' 

Cur. What thy fear has form’d 
An obftacle to our intended flight. 

But makes it eafier. Rome, in tumult now. 

Pours all her numbers to the threaten’d hill. 
While, on the other fide, Tarpeia’s rock 
Is left deferted. Well thou know’ft the Tiber 
Runs at its foot: while on the fide oppos’d 
The combat ftill continues, we on this 
May pafs the ftream : the further bank prefents 
Etruria’s friendly land ; fecurely thence 
We to our native country may return. 

Her . Behold me ready to attend your fteps. 

Cur. No : here I leave with thee a trufty guide; 
With him depart. My followers, now conceal’d. 
Collected firft. I’ll join thee on the way : 

Nought can remain to fruftrate our defigns. 
Behold the fun is reddening in the weft : 

We, unobferv’d, may fafely go from Rome; 

And where the river bathes Carmenta’s gate 
A bark will then expedt us. 

Her. \afide7\ Cruel parting ! 

Cur. Thou trembleft ftill—fear not, confide in 
me; 

I’ve weigh’d it all, Herfilia, and remov’d 

Whate’er 
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Whate’er might thwart our purpofe: calm once 
more 

Thy troubled bofom: liberty is near. 

He breathes again, who fees once more 
The long’d-for port he left before ; 

Who ne’er again to view the fhore 
Had hop’d his wifh’d return. 

When paft the gloom of dreary night. 

We deem, an objed dear to fight. 

The early beam of dawning light, 

That tells the approach of morn. [Exit, 


SCENE III. 

Hersilia alone. 

O ! Tiber ! Rome ! and O ! delightful fhores 
On which I breath’d my earlieft fighs of love, 

I now forfake you; but with you I leave 
My heart’s far dearer part! How oft your name 
Will to my lips return ! How oft my thoughts 
Haunt the dear paths of thofe frequented hills ! 
Unbleft Herfilia ! never was a ftate, 

A defliny fo cruel—Yes, I know 
The foul of Romulus ; and he, like him 
To whom all, all he hop’d has Heaven denied, 
Muft feel an anguifh that furpaffes mine. 

—Could I, ere yet I go, at leaft but learn— 


a a 2 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Valeria. 

Valeria, -tell me—if thou know’ft—Q ! tell me 
The fortune of the fight; nor let me longer 
Remain in anxious doubt, 

VaL The fight is ended. 

Her. And who has conquer’d ? 

VaL Romulus had firft 
Obtain’d the palm. 

Her. But now ? 

Val. ’Tis yet unknown 

Whofe brows the laft decifive wreath will crown. 
Her. Alas ! what means Valeria ? 

Val. Patient hear. 

Thou' {halt know all. 

Her. Speak them 

Val. The battle’s fate 
Seem’d near determin’d, and on every fide 
The foes, with broken ranks, no longer fac’d 
The Roman fwords : a thoufand figns declar’d 
Their courage loft; and falling, as they fled 
They crufh’d each other with promifcuous {laugh¬ 
ter ; 

When fierce Acrontes, bearing in his looks 
The rage of furies, ’midft the wounded fteeds 

And 
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And gafping warriors, breaking through the tide 
Of fugitives, and trampling under foot 
The dead and dying, clear’d his defperate way. 
And call’d from far on Romulus by name; 

Then join’d him foon, arid with infenfate boldnefs 
Defied the virilor to a Angle trial. 

Her. O ! rafhnefs!—What enfued ? 

Val. Our hero then 

Difdaining all advantage, with a glance 
Bade every warrior ceafe to wield his arms. 

The battle paus’d; an ample fpace was left: 
Alone, with look fedate, he then advanc’d 
To meet the foe and anfwer to his challenge. 

Her. What follow’d then ? 

Val. Of that I know not yet. 

When he, from whom I learn’d what I’ve imparted. 
Had left the field the victory was doubtful. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Hostilius. 

Hojl. ’Tis fo no longer—Romulus has conquer’d. 
Her. Is it then true ? 

Hojl. Thyfelf (halt foon behold 
The firft rich trophies, borne by folemn vow," 

In triumph offer’d to the king of Gods. 

Val. The trophies!—Heaven ! Acrontes then-r- 

Hojl. 
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Hoft. By proof 

Acrontes (hew’d how blinded rage muft yield 
To art and valour. All-athirft for blood. 

He (truck at random, heedlefs of defence, 

While Romulus ftood wifely on his guard. 

And let the madman wafte his ftrength in. vain. 
When now he faw him panting, and perceiv’d 
His blows lefs fierce and frequent, clofe he prefs’d 
Th’ enfeebled foe ; who yielding to the fhock. 
Retreated {lowly, trembled, reel’d and fell; 

And falling, loft his fword : to him ferene 
The victor hafted, rais’d him from the ground. 
And gave him back his weapon. 

Her. Generous prince! 

Hoft. And foon forgetting enmity, he thought 
To clafp him to his bofom, when he faw 
At him Acrontes aim a treacherous blow : 

Then rous’d to wrath, all terrible he rufh’d 
Upon the traitor, drove the conquering fteel. 

As yet unftain’d with his perfidious blood, 

Deep through his breaft, and lifelefs left the foe. 

Val. O ! help me or I faint! [ Jinks down. 

Her. Valeria, now 

Exert thy fortitude—A ftroke like this— 

—O Heaven ! my father waits me. \ejide?[ Thou, 
Hoftilius, 

Watch o’er a haplefs maiden. Give, my friend. 
From thee another proof of generous love : 

This pious office well becomes Hoftilius. 


The 
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The gufh of fudden grief forgive, 
Since love to thee is known: 
Nor let the fair unpitied live 
For forrows like thy own. 

If Ihe muft ever hope in vain 
To fee her peace return; 

Yet let her now at leaft obtain 
The liberty to mourn. 


[Exit. 


SCENE VI. 

Valeria, Hostilius. 

Ilofi. Ador’d Valeria! fuffer me to own 
I envy him his fate, who thus receives 
The glorious tribute of fuch precious tears. 

Val. Hollilius, go : too much I feel my fhame 
To view in thee fuch witnefs of my weaknefs. 

Hoft. Thy will to me is law; but know, Valeria, 
I blame not thy diftrefs, and fhould I fpeak 
My fecret foul, perhaps a firmer heart 
Would charm me lefs, than foftnefs fuch as thine. 

Amidft thofe pearly drops of woe 
That trickling down thy features flow. 
Through which thine eyes more lovely fliow 

Thy 
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Thy tender heart appears. 

The charms of that enchanting face. 

Where pity blends a foftening grace. 

More powerful feem in tears, {Exit. 


SCENE VII. 

Valeria alone. 

Whom doft thou mourn, Valeria ? Ah! this 
grief 

Makes thee partaker in another’s guilt. {rifes. 
Call, call to mind the errors of Acrontes, 

And call to mind thy wrongs—Awake thy virtue ; 
Forget an impious—O ye Powers ! to fhed 
Oblivion o’er a paffion long indulg’d, 

Demands full many a pang of lingering forrow ! 

One inftant may the affections bind 
In love’s refiftlefs power; 

But not one inllant can the mind 
To liberty reftore. 

The bird, though ’fcap’d the vicious fnare. 
The clammy juice retains : 

So feeble Virtue long will wear 

Her cuftoraary chains. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

A /^acinus part at the foot of the Palatine hill, 
decorated for the nuptials with the Sabine dames. 
A magnificent flight of tleps afcending to the palace 
of Romulus, fituated on the hill. 

A numerous crowd of people affembled- to welcome 
the return of the victor. Romulus enters crowned 
with laurel, preceded by the Lidtors and the Sa¬ 
bine prifoners, with the trophies of flain Acrox- 
tes, followed by his victorious army. 

Chorus. 

Our hero’s glory to fuftain. 

Ye Gods! your favour fhow : 

O ! teach him every art to reign, 

And triumph o’er the foe. 

Still thrive the laurel that may frame 
The wreaths his brow fhall wear. 

And ever his victorious name 
Let earth and feas declare. 

Rom, O Rome ! in conqueft learn,to read 
The future will of Fate; 

What honour’d paths thy fons may lead 
To exalt the Roman ftate. 


If 
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If fome the foul with knowledge fire; 

To liars their titles give ; 

Bid figur’d bronze with life refpire. 

And. fculptur’d marble live : 

For thee by friendly Fate defign’d 
Shall Tiber laws proclaim. 

To exalt the lowly of mankind., 

And haughty nations tame.. 

Chorus, 

Our hero’s glory to fuftain. 

Ye Gods! your favour fhow ; 

O ! teach him every art to reign, 

And triumph o’er the foe, 

Rom. O ! Rome, in conquering, learn to read 
The future will of Fate- 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Valeria in hajte. 

Val. O ! help, my gracious lord! thyprcfencc 
new 

Is needful to us--we have foes in Rome. 

Rom. Ha ! foes in Rome ? 

Val. Alas ! ’tis true. 

Rom. Say, where ? 

Val. Towards Carmentas’ gate are all in arms: 

6 Some 
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Some thither run, while fome with terror fly; 

And every moment wider fpreads the tumult. 

Rom. Follow me, Romans. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Hostilius. 

Hojl. All is now at peace, 

Referve your valour for a nobler caufe. 

[to Rom. 

Rom. What caufe- 

Hojl. Would’!! thou believe it, Romulus? 

One has but now been found to make the attempt 
To bear Herfilia hence. 

Rom. But how, enclos’d 
Within the city, could the raviiher 
E’er hope to efcape ? 

Hojl. Already had he brib’d 
The guards that watch’d the gates, but could not 
thus 

Deceive my vigilance ; my charge was given 
The centinels ihould take their pod by turns; 

And hence they never long remain’d the fame. 
The traitor, coming with Herfilia, found 
The pafs defended, which he ftrove to force. 

His followers all, though fiercely bent on con- 
qued, 

Were flain, and he himfelf remain’d a prifoner. 

Val 
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Val. O ! wondrous daring ! 

Rom. And Herfilia then- 

Hojl. Herfilia panting then and wild with 
terror-- 


SCENE XI. 

Enter Hersilia. 

Her. Ah! Romulus, have pity—mercy! pardon! 

[ goes to kneel to Rom. 
Rom. O ! princefs, rife \_prevents her .] What 
would’ft thou ? Calm thy terror. 

Thou art now in fafety here. 

Her. Preferve my father : 

Preferve him from the foldier’s infolence ; 

Preferve him from the people’s rage. 

Rom. Thy father ? 

Hojl. O ! Heaven ! was he who held thy hand, 
whofe valour > 

I mark’d with wonder in the fight, was he— 

Her. He is my father. 

Rom. Say Hoftilius, then 
What has befallen him ? 

Hojl. He remains a prifoner. 

I deem’d it prudent to fecure in him 
The means of more difcovery; while ,his afpedl 
And valour claim’d refpedl 
Rom. But where is now 
The prince difpos’d ? 


Hojl. 
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Hojl. I left him ’midft the guard. 

Rom. Condudt him inftant hither. 

Hojl. See—he’s here. 

SCENE LAST. 

Enter Curtius guarded. 

Rom. O ! valiant prince ! and muft our enmity 
For ever laft ? Shall daily caufe of ftrife 
Divide too warlike nations, form’d by Heaven 
To rule the fubjedt world ? Here end at length 
Our mutual hatred. To its place reftor’d, 

Return thy honour’d weapon : thou art free. 

For Romulus has now no claim on Curtius. 

Cur. [ ajide. ] What unexpected words are thefe 
I hear ? 

i Rom. Thou anfwer’ft not, O ! prince 1 

Her. [afide .] Alas! my father 
Remains implacable. 

Rom. Ah ! fince thy power, 

With fuch a gift as Heaven on thee bellow’d. 

Can happinefs confer; negledt not now 
The bleft occafion. Should’ft thou grant to me 
Herfilia’s hand, what treafure would be mine. 
Mine by thy goodnefs! Aik me then whate’er 
A grateful heart can pay : thyfelf prefcribe 
The laws to bind our friendlhip ; Curtius, .then 
Diredt my future fate. 

5 


Cur. 
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Cur. \afide?\ O ! mighty Gods i 
Why was not Romulus a Sabine bom ? 

Her. \afide^\ Alas ! he ftill is filent. 

Rom. Speak, Herfiiia. 

Her. O ! Heaven! What can I fay ? I am a 
daughter; 

I know my father’s will, and this to obey 
I need not tell thee is my firft of duties. 

Rom. My fete is then decided; fince no lefs 
His filence, than thy fpeech, declares his pur- 
pofe. 

Ah ! Curtius! every hope I fee is vain 
To (hake thy conftancy. Though nought avails 
To conquer Curtius, ftill to me remains 
The conqucft o’er myfelf. Go hence in freedom. 
And bear thy daughter to her native land. 

Cur. And doft thou then reftore Herfiiia to 
me ? 

Rom. I do. 

Cur. O.Gods! 

Rom. A lover and belov’d, 

A conqueror, I reftore her to thy arms. 

Cur. [ afidel ] O ! virtue more than human ! 
Rom. O ! farewell! [to Her, 

Farewell my only joy ! Heaven ftill preferve 
thee 

Thy fex’s pride, thy noble father’s honour. 

My 
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My foul’s fond worfhip and the world’s ex¬ 
ample. 

Her. [aJidtJ\ Support me. Heaven ! 

Cur. \afide.~\ And who can hate this Roman ? 

Rom. Yet fpeak, O ! prince, at leaft vouchfafe 
a look 

Ere yet we part; and fince thou will not own 
A father’s name, yet deign to part a friend. 

And let our former enmity fubfide. 

Cur. Enough, enough, my fon, Herfilia’s 
thine; 

Thou hall conquer’d. 

Rom. Do I dream ? 

Her. Can this be true ? 

Cur. I have not in this bofom, O ! my children, 
A heart of flint. Who loves not Romulus 
That knows his virtues ? Love him, my Herfilia, 
I love him too, adore him, and am thankful 
To Heaven that fav’d me for fo blefl a day. 

Rom. O ! happy Rome ! 

Her. My father and my hufband ! 

Chorus. 

Ye Gods ! whofe power dire£ts below 
Th’ events of mortal men ; 

By whom their fortunes mingled flow. 

The cloudy and ferene. 


Propitious 
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Propitious days by you be given 
To blefs this faithful pair ; 

Since nuptial chains for thefe in Heaven 
Were fram’d beneath your care. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 



THE DISCOVERY OF JOSEPH: 

A 

SACRED DRAMA. 


VOL. III. 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Joseph. 

Benjamin, ^ 

Judah, > his Brethren. 

Simeon, j 

Asenetha, Wife to Joseph. 

Thanetes, Confidant of Joseph. 

Chokus of Jacob’s Sons. 


Scene, Memphis. 



THE DISCOVERY OF JOSEPH. 


PART THE FIRST. 

Joseph, Thanetes. 

Jof None of the Hebrew brethren yet return'd ? 
Than. None yet, my lord. 

j 

Jof. Haft thou difpatch’d, t0 explore 
The public ways ? 

Than I have ; but fent in vain 
Full many a meflenger. 

Jof. Yet not fo far 

Is Mambre’s valley from thefe regal walls, 

But fince they parted hence, their tardy feet 
Might long ere this have meafur’d back the 
way. 

Than. Forgive me, if I know not what to think 
Of fuch concern : a few poor fimple fhepherds 
Appear an objedt far beneath your care. 

Jof. [afide.~\ Thanetes little thinks thefe fimple 
fhepherds 


Are 
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Are Jofeph’s brethren —[to him.'] —I’m offended, 
friend, 

To find myfelf deceiv’d : to thefe I gave 
In charge to bring with them, at their return. 
Young Benjamin, old Jacob’s lateft born. 

Thou heard’fl with what unwilling lips they 
vow’d 

To do my bidding. 

Than. But your wifdom well 
Secur’d compliance, by detaining one 
A hoftage for their faith : if this fhould foil. 

The force of famine muft again compel 
Thefe Hebrews back. The barren provinces 
Yield not fufficient nurture to fuftain 
The pale inhabitants : the blighted com 
Dies in the blade, or fhoots not from the foil. 

The feeble fhepherd mourns his leflening flock. 
The famifh’d cattle chew tbyC unfavoury flubble 
Unmeet for nourifhment: the huflbandman. 

With trembling feet, each field explores in vain 
For life-fuftaining food; while Memphis only 
(Such thanks to you we owe) abounds with 
plenty 

Of well-ftor’d harveft, and th£ afflicted world 
To fly from famine, all repair to Egypt. 

Jof. If Benjamin, a vidtim to the rage 
Of envious brethren, fhould no longer live. 
What hopes to fee him here ? 

Than. And whence, my lord. 


Can 
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Can fuch fufpicions rife within your breaft ? 

Jof. The boy was Jacob’s hope. 

Than. What then ? ^ 

Jof. Myfelf, 

Myfelfj like him, have known the calumny. 

The treacherous wiles of deep fraternal envy.— 

O ! powerful King of Heav/n ! protedl and fave 
him. 

Than. What means this tendernefs for one un¬ 
known ? 

Jof. My life with Benjamin’s is nearly pair’d. 
His fortune bids me recoiled! my own. 

By nature to compaffion mov’d, 

We feel the griefs of thofe, 

Whofe haplefs deftiny has prov’d 
The touch of kindred woes. 

A fympathy the heart conftrains 
To pity the diftreft; 

When, by our own, we judge the pains 
That rend another’s breaft. 

Than. And this, {hall this fuffice to make you 
wretched! 

Alas! how true, that here.on earth is found' 

No perfedt happinefs : for if to pafs 
From life’s worft evils to the higheft rank 
Of human honours, be indeed a bleffing, 

Who {hould like you rejoice ? A flave, a ftranger 
1 You 
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You came to Memphis ; flander’d by a bafe 
Unhallow’d tongue and bound in cruel chains. 
Your life was forfeited, when righteous Heaven 
Declar’d itfelf for Jofeph : future time 
Was open’d to your view : to one your words 
Greatnefs prefag’d, to one they menac’d death. 
All Memphis heard your prophefies: the king 
Perplex’d recurr’d to you; your wifdom folv’d 
His anxious doubts ; difclos’d the impending evils. 
And fhew’d the remedies: th’ event declar’d 
Your counfels juft. Behold you now remov’d 
From prifon to the palace ; fee your fetters 
Exchang’d for glittering gems and coftly robes, 
Sublimely feated on the regal car. 

You pafs thofe ways, which once your feet had 
trod 

A (hackled prifoner ; hear your narhe proclaim’d 
The saviour of mankind. Now minifter 
Of king and people, ripe with blooming honours. 
Rich in a beauteous offspring, bleft by all 
The grateful world, 'and highly lov’d of Heaven, 
It feems that nought is wanting to your wifhes; 
And yet amidft this unexampled flow 
Of earthly bleffings, your inventive mind 
Can for itfelf create unthought-of evils. 

Did every outward feature fhow 
The inward pangs of fecret woe. 

How oft would thofe our pity know. 

That now our envy move. 


’Twould 
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’Twould then be feen, in many a breaft. 

What cruel foes their peace moleft ; 

And thofe, who feem to us fo bleft, 

As wretched then would prove. 

- Jof. Thanetes, go—Afenetha approaches. 
Forget not my command : if Jacob’s fons. 

If Benjamin fhould come, return with fpeed 
To welcome their arrival. 

Than. I obey. 

My gracious lord, henceforth be to yourfelf 
What you are Hill to others; every comfort 
You give to them, but to yourfelf diftrefs. 

You heal another’s pains, but feed your own. 

Asenetha, Joseph. 

Afen. My confort, is Afenetha permitted 
To afk a boon. 

Jof. The doubt, my love, offends me. 

Afen. Releafe the Hebrew prifoner from his 
bonds. 

Jof. Simeon ? 

Afen. The fame. 

Jof. But what excites thy pity 
For one thou know’ft not ? 

Afem. And what rigour, fay. 

Has mov’d you to the punifhment of one, 

Who ne’er to you was guilty ? 


Jof. 
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Jof. And how know’ll thou 
That he is innocent ? 

Afen. His crime I fee not: 

His punifliment is prefent to my light. 

Jof. And is it lefs a crime becaufe unknown ? 

Afen. But yet it merits fure, forgive me. Jofeph, 
A judge more merciful. 

Jof. But not unjull. 

Afen. Alas! my lord, without the touch of 
pity, 

Jullice were cruelty. 

Jof. And but for jullice. 

Pity were wcaknefs. 

Afen. Let us imitate 

The cause of all, who Iheds his kindly rain 
Alike on good and wicked : equal he 
Wills that his blefled fun Ihould Ihine on both. 
Jof. Who feeks to be like him, fortietimes mult 
fcourge. 

For their correction, thofe whom moll he loves. 
Afen. But what you feel for Simeon, pardon 
fir, 

By outward figns rfiore hatred feems than love. 

Jof. Condemn me not too foon. How apt is 
man 

To judge of others harlhly ! Wretched fruit 
Of blind felf-love ! The blame we call on others 
Is flattery to our pride : we feem to gain 


That 
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That which we take from them; and ever feek 
To find companions of our faults in others, 

Or faults which we have not; and hence it comes 
We change the names of things: fear, in our- 
felves, 

Is prudence call’d, and meannefs, modefty. 

But feen in others, modefty is meannefs. 

And prudence fear. ’Tis hence we ever prove 
So partial to ourfelves; and hence it comes 
With flow belief we join the voice of praife, 
While cenfure ever finds our open ear. 

Ah ! ftill with hafty judgment fear 
To view another’s deed ; 

For what may cruelty appear. 

From mercy may proceed. 

More cautious weigh whate’er can move 
Your thoughts to vain furmife : 

As cruelty may mercy prove. 

So mercy may chaftife. 

Afen. If you refufe to fet the prifoner free, 

At leaft confent to hear him : this, my lord. 

You will not fure deny. 

Jo/. I grant thy fuit: 

Bring Simeon hither, [to a fervant ] Little does 
{he know 

The fecret treafon once employ’d againtl me; 
That Simeon is my brother and my foe. [a/de. 
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I 

AJen. Thus by his fpeech, his adion and his 
looks 

You may divine his innocence or guilt. 

Jof. Fallacious figns, Afenetha, are thefe. 

"Tis not for us to penetrate the fecrets 
That lurk within the heart: the mortal fight 
Views but the outward femblance : God alone 
Beholds the foul of man. 

Afen. But oft the foul 
That actuates life, imprefles on the body 
Such firong emotions, that the paflions lie 
Unveil’d, and looks and geftures fpeak the man. 

Each tree will by its afped fhow 
Whate’er defed is hid below : 

By leaf and fruit and flower we know 
What from the eye the root conceals. 

In vain the face may features wear 
To veil the mind’s corroding care ; 

While borrow’d fmiles would peace declare, 
A look the war within reveals. 


Joseph, Asenetha, Simeon. 

Jof See, Simeon comes— [afide^] O ! could he 
but divine. 

That Jofeph lives in me—Eternal Juftice ! 

Behold him in my power ; behold him bound. 
Bound in a brother’s chains whofe life he fought! 

7 —Shepherd, 
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—Shepherd, draw near. 

Sim. Thus proftrate, mighty lord. 

Thus humbly at your feet- 

Jof. Rife. 

Sim. \ajide7] Sure that voice— 

What means that likenefs ? Wherefore do I trem¬ 
ble ? 

Why have I loft all courage ? 

Afen. Speak. 

Sim. I dare not: 

I feel, I feel in prefence of your lord 
A fudden coldnefs freezing at my heart. 

Jof. [aftde .] Remorfe has touch’d him, yet he 
knows not why. 

Jof. Shepherd, thy name- 

Sim. Thou know’ft it well—’tis Simeon. 

Jof. Thy country ? 

Sim. Carra. 

Jof. And thy father ? 

Sim. Jacob. 

Jof. Thy mother ? 

Sim. Leah. 

Jof Who are thofe that came 
With thee companions at thy firft arrival ? 

Sim. My brethren. 

Jof. Was not Jacob then a father 


To 



380 THE DISCOVERT OF JOSEPH : [FART I. 

To more than thefe ? 

Sim. Alas! alas ! he was: 

The beauteous Rachael bore him other fons. 

Jof Their names were ? Say. 

Sim. Jofeph and Benjamin. 

Jof. ;Why came not thefe with thee ? 

Sim. The youngeft flay’d 
To cheer his aged father. 

Jof. And the elder ? 

Sim. O ! powerful God !—the elder— 

Jof. Speak-—what follows ? 

Sim. I know not what befel-- 

Jof. \_afde.~] But well I know. 

Afen. [afidei] The colour leaves his cheek. 

Jof. Tell me at leaft— 

Does Jofeph live ? 

Sim. His father mourns his death. 

Jof. Is he then dead ? 

Sim. To us his fate’s unknown. 

Jof. Thy words but ill agree. 

Sim. Yet truly fpoken. 

Jof But what was Joseph’s fortune ? 

Sim. Mighty lord, 

Speak not of Jofeph more—his name alone 
Is tenfold anguifh to the heart of Simeon. 
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Jof. What crime has he committed ? 

Sim. None—O ! none. 

Jof. Perhaps, ungrateful to a tender father, 

Falfe to his brethren’s love, with impious guile 
He fought your lives, and merits now your hatred. 

Sim. O ! he was innocent, was juft to all— 

Ah! fir, what have you afk’d ? How wak’d re¬ 
membrance 

To dreadful images ! Difmifs me hence ; 

For pity’s fake difmifs me to my dungeon : 

You know not how you rack me—O ! that look 
Has wither’d all my ftrength, and every queftion 
Infixes in my breaft a thoufand flings. 

O ! mighty God! I now behold 
The tears that down his features roll’d; 

The tears of innocence and truth. 

I hear his fighs, I hear him mourn, 

Thus from a fire’s embraces torn. 

In all the bloom of early youth. 

Jof. [_afde.~] My foul is mov’d!—O ! let me 
now, to give 

His forrows eafe, reveal the brother—no— 

Time is not yet mature —\to hini\ Thy doubtful 
words 

Increafe my firft fufpicions ; while to this 
Thy brethren’s long delay- 


Joseph, 
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Joseph, Asenetha, Simeon, Thanetes. 

lhan. His brethren, fir. 

Are now arriv’d. 

Jo/.' And Benjamin ? 

. Than. Behold him ; 

Obferve that ftripling who with tardy fteps 
Now lags behind the reft. . 

Jof. [ looking out?\ O ! powerful nature ! 

How do I trace in him a mother’s likenefs! [ afide . 
—Thanetes, go; prepare the friendly banquet: 
Let Simeon be releas’d from bdnds, and you, 

Te (hepherds, now draw near— [ajide^\ Betray me 
not. 

My yearning heart! 


Joseph, Asenetha, Simeon, Thanetes, Ju¬ 
dah, Benjamin, and the refi of Joseph’s 
brethren. 

Judah. Our promife, mighty lord. 

Behold fulfill’d : behold us once again 
Thus proftrate at your feet: then caft afide 
Your former doubts, and now vouchfafe to take, 
With every zealous vow of grateful homage, 
Thefe prefents offer’d here. 

Jof. What prefents ? Say. 


Judah. 
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Judah. Accept our humble tribute here, 

The balm of many an odorous tear 
Diftilling from the Arabian tree : 

The liquor fweet, as cryftal clear, 

The produce of the labouring bee. 

In gifts like thefe no wealth is fhown; 

But what we give we boaft our own. 

The fruits of fimple induftry. 

Jof. I take your offer’d prefents: rife, my 
friends, 

Say, is your father well ? The hoary Jacob 

Of whom ye fpake, fay does the good man live ? 

Judah. He lives, your fervant lives, but bow’d 
beneath 

The weight of years. 

Jof. And Benjamin, the youth 

Of whom ye fpake ? 

Judah. Behold him here. 

Jof. My fon- 

[afde.] O! how his light alone affedls my 
foul! 

[to him.'] Heaven^ O my fon, be watchful o’er 
thy days, 

And keep thee frill.— [afde.] O God ! what fud- 
den tumult 

Of burfting paffion ! [to him] Still, tny fon, pre- 
ferve- 


[afide] 
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\ajide.~] My eyes o’erflow with tears-1 can no 

longer 

Reftrain their courfe—O ! let me feek elfewhere 
To hide me from their prefence. 

[retires with Thanetes. 


Judah, Simeon, Benjamin, and the reft of the 
brethren. 

Benj. Does he then 
Abruptly leave us thus ? 

Judah. I know not, brethren. 

What mean thole broken accents. 

Sim. Ah ! too furely 

He has till now conceal’d, beneath the veil 
Of placid looks, the anger in his bofom, 

Judah. Who knows for us what Fate has next 
prepar’d ? 

Benj. Whither, my brethren, would you lead 
me now ? 

i Sim. We merit all we feel: for Jofeph’s fuffer- 
ings 

The Almighty now purfues us: prayers and tear* 
Alas ! avail’d not him. 

Judah. In vain I urg’d. 

Touch not the guiltlefs youth, and lo ! from us 
His blood is now reouir’d. 


Judah, 
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Judah, Simeon, Benjamin, the refi of 
Joseph’s brethren, Thanetes. 

Than. Shepherds, my lord 
Requires your prefence ; he would have you (hare 
With him the focial banquet. 

Sim. Ah ! fome fnare 
Is furely laid for our unhappy lives. 

Benj. O ! what a day is this ! 

Judah. O ! fatal banquet! 

Than. Why loiter thus ? Come (hepherds, let 
us go. 

JudaS, Simeon, Benjamin, and the reft of 
Joseph’s brethren. 

All. Great God of Ifrael! hear; defend thy 
people. 

Chorus. 

Great God of Abraham ! we confefs our guilt. 
But we are (till thy people : deal not then 
Thy judgments ftridlly ; for before thy fight 
What living foul (hall e’er be juftify’d ? 

And whither, whither (hall we fly to (hun 
A God incens’d but to a gracious God? 

Our hopes, our fears, on thee alike depend, 

On thee our Judge, our Father and our Friend 1 

END OF THE FIRST PART. 

vol. hi. c c PART 
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PART THE SECOND, 

Joseph, Thanetes. 

Jof. Haft thou obferv’d my bidding ? 

Than . All is done. 

From me the Hebrew brethren have receiv’d 
The corn thou gav’ft in charge, and in the portion 
Confign’d to Benjamin I have conceal’d 
The filver chalice, us’d by thee at banquets 
And folemn auguries; and this to them 
Unknown, the fhepherds are with joy departed : 
But from amongft thy menials one at diftance 
Purfued their fteps; and fcarce they fhall have 
pafs’d 

The city’s gates, when he will feize and queftion 
Of their imputed theft, and then condudt them 
As criminals before thee. 

Jof. As I bade. 

Thou duly haft difcharg’d—but whence the 
wonder 

Thy looks declare ? 

Than. Who would not, gracious lord. 

But marvel at the ftrange difcordant paffions. 
Which I have mark’d in you ? I’ve feen you loft 
In tender feelings and inflam’d with anger. 


All 
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All in the felf-fame moment. As a friend 
You welcome Jacob’s fons, and then confus’d 
Abruptly leave them : to the feftive banquet 
You bid them guefts, and then with fecret fnares 
Would feem to feek their ruin. Benjamin 
You have diftinguifh’d by a thoufand tokens 
Of tendernefs and love ; and yet on him 
Would fix’d the proof of this imagin’d crime. 

Jof. ’Tis not permitted thee, Thanetes, yet 
To fathom j^tfeph’s thoughts. Go, bring once 
more 

Thefe shepherds to my fight. Without enquiry 
To know my counfels, blindly thou obey 
My will unqueftion’d, tho’ obfcure ; nor think 
On thee my laws too rigidly impos’d. 

Each man, by focial compact, muft be fubjeft 
To powers fuperior : thefe degrees are fram’d 
By God’s high ordinance, and he whofe will 
Refills his mightier’s will, refills his God. 

Than. My zeal would not be ralh, but when 
permitted 

Would humbly fpeak, or filently obey. 

Thy laws I honour, nor am yet to learn 
What duties, fuit the llation of Thanetes. 

The fervant ill his lord obeys, 

And forfeits all a fervent’s praife, 

Who each command prefuming weighs. 

And firft approves or blames, 
c c 2 


He 
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He flights th’ eternal laws that bind 
The various dations of mankind. 

Who, mindlefs of his place afdgn’d, 
Himfelf a judge proclaims. 


Joseph alone. 

01 thou eternal truth ! who read’ft the 
fecrets 

Of every heart, thou know’ll if e’er I cherilh’d 
Againll my brethren aught of fell revenge. 
Almighty Power ! for ever from my breall 
Avert fuch dire defign, which Hill returns 
To plague its author; which employ’d on thofe 
Above our drength, is folly ; on our equals. 

At lead is dangerous: and on thofe beneath us. 

Is abjedt tyranny. The feign’d refentment 
My features wore, fought only from my brethren 
Repentance for the pad : I only wifh’d 
To fet before them all the dreadful fufferings. 

To which the wicked tend, that thus the fear 
Of jud reproach awaiting on guilty deeds. 

Might henceforth teach them to abhor the crime. 

A mother fuch refentment wears. 

Soft pity injier eyes; 

Each moment threats, but dill forbears 
. Her darling to chadife. 


She 
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She lifts her hand, but lifts in vain. 

For ere her hand defcends, 

In a£l to ftrike, her love reftrains. 

And love the ftroke fufpends. 


Joseph, Asenetha. 

Afen. Alas! my lord, too truly have you 
fpoken; 

I now reproach my own too eafy faith. 

Jof. What fince has chanc’d ? 

Afen. ’Tis now a time for rigour. 

Thy guefts ungrateful, who but late have left us, 
By fraud contriv’d to fteal -the facred chalice 
Employ’d by thee to read events to come. 

Jof. What fays Afenetha ? 

Afen. I fpeak but truth. 

When by thy menials feiz’d, they firmly firft 
Denied the charge. “ Let him, whoe’er is guilty. 
Let him (they cry’d) be punifh’d, let him die; 
And4et the reft remain in Egypt flaves.” 

Thy minifters purfued their fearch, and found 
The unworthy theft conceal’d amid'ft the corn 
Confign’d to Benjamin, The brethren then 
Loft all their courage : breathlefs, pale and lilent. 
Without defence, they all with one accord 
Their veftures rent and wept in floods of anguifh. 

Jof. Perhaps they are not guilty. 

Afen. 
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Afen. Do my words 
Deferve fo little faith ? s j-,, 

Jof. It was but now 

You thought them innocent, and now affirm 
That you were then deceiv’d. Who knows but 
foon 

You may, Afenetha, repeat the fame, 

And call your prefent thought a new deception. 

, Afen. Forgive me, confort, fure your frequent 
doubts 

Are carried to the extreme. 

Jof. And yet we never 
Exert fufficient caution : outward objedls 
Are known but dimly by the foul, enclos’d 
“ Within this wall of flefh.” Our partial know¬ 
ledge 

The fenfes give, fallacious minifters! 

For thefe are ever fubjedl to miftake: 

Yet, on their faith, we pardon or condemn 
With doubtful judgment. 

Afen. Ever muft the foul 
Remain uncertain of the truth ; and live 
Blind in her ftate of darknefs ? 

Jof. Yes, in vain 

We hope for light, unlefs in him we feek it. 

The foie, immutable, eternal fount 
Of light eternal ! him the firft, the greateft, 

The caufe of every caufe : in whom alone 


We 
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We move and live; who centers in himfelf 
Whate’er is good ; light, fpirit, peace and juftice. 
And wifdom infinite, and truth and life ! 

Afen. What heavenly fplendor lightens in thy 
features! 

While, as thou fpeak’ft, thine accents ftrike my 
fenfe 

With more than mortal founds ! I (hake with awe 
To hear thy voice, and while thy foul feems rapt 
To God’s high prefence, here I lag below 
And feel the clog of this “ fin-tainted mold.” 

As loft in gloomy woods I ftray, 

I view befide me pale Difmay, 

Nor know what path muft yet be tried. 

O! thou, my fun, reveal thy light; 

For who but thee can lead me right. 

My faithful counfellor and guide ? 


Joseph, Asenetha, Thanetes, Judah, Simeon, 
Benjamin, and the reft of Joseph’s brethren. 

Than. Behold the criminals. 

Afen. See where they lie. 

Stretch’d humbly at thy feet. 

Than. And not a tongue 
Dares break the folemn filence. 

Jof Thoughtlefs men. 


What 
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What have ye done ? Infenfate ! not to know 
My fkill in divination. 

Judah. Mighty lord, 

How fhall we anfwer? What can words avail ? 
What plead in our behalf ? Th’ Eternal Power 
Too well remembers now our pall: offences— 

This day exacts the forfeit.—Mighty God I 
I feel thy hand avenging: well I fee 
The fecret workings of thy juftice, arm’d 
Againlt the hidden deeds of finful man. 

Behold the man with guilt oppreft ! 

By day, by night he mourns; 

By thee, his confcience, ne’er at reft. 

With flames unceafing burns. 

Till every treafon in his breaft 
Upon himfelf returns. 

Jof. Forbid it heaven, that Jofeph e’er Ihould 
.take 

Such rigorous meafures. No, the theft was prov’d 
On Benjamin: let him alone remain 
With me in fervitude ; and you, ye brethren, 
Return in freedom to your father’s prefence. 

Judah. How can we e’er return to Jacob’s fight? 

Benj. Return, return ! and I alone remain 
A Have in Egypt ? 

Jof. Only thou : the reft 
This inftant mull depart. 


Benj . 
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Benj. A little ftay:— 

Ah ! Judah, tell me, Judah, is it thus 
You keep your promife given ? At lead, my 
brethren, 

Refufe me not one tender lad embrace. 

Alas ! you all depart’ and leave me here 
A guiltlefs prifoner ! What will now become 
Of Jacob, aged Jacob, when he learns 
The fate of Benjamin his darling child ? 

If yet your breads compaffion know. 

And feel a wretched brother’s woe. 

For me to mourning Jacob go. 

And kifs for me a father’s hand. 

Tell him his child alive remains. 

And dill for him his love retains- 

But tell him not I live in chains, 

A Have, O ! Heaven, in Egypt’s land ! 

Jof \aftde7\ Be dill my beating heart! 

Judah . And is there none, 

No hope to appeafe you ? 

Jof. None : the word is given 
And mud be now obey’d. 

Judah. Hear me at lead 
Without refentment: hftar me, gracious lord. 

Jof What cand thou fay ? Difpatch. 

Judah. You well remember 
When drd I came to Memphis. 


Jof. 
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Jof. I remember 

I gave thee then in charge to bring before me 
Thy brother Benjamin : thou mad’d reply. 

His mourning father will not live,, depriv’d 
Of him, his age’s hope. I anfwer’d then : 

Think not without the child to fee me more. 

Judah. On this condition we return’d to Jacob. 
Again he urg’d us to revifit Egypt: 

“ In vain” (I cry’d) “ our journey, if the youth. 
If Benjamin remain.” “ And how (he faid) 

Can Jacob live, depriv’d of all his fons ? 

Alas! alas ! I bore of Rachel’s love 

Two pledges only : one, O ! Heaven ! the firft. 

Was made to favage beads a bleeding prey : 

You knew it well, for you, my fons, you brought 
The fatal tidings—him I faw no more ! 

If now this fecond leave me, lhould fome chance. 
Some difmal chance, o’ertake him on the way. 
You haften to the grave my hoary age.” 
Meantime the famine now increas’d : what then. 
What then could wretched Jacob ? If he dill 
Retain’d his Benjamin, he died with want; 

And lhould he part from Benjamin, the grief 
Of fuch a parting kills him: Cf O ! my father,” 

(I thus at length) £f O ! father mod belov’d ! 

To me intrud him : if I fee thy face 
Without the child, to all fucceeding time 
Impute to me the guilt.” He heard, believ’d 
My plighted faith. I parted and fulfill’d 


5 


Your 
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Your ftridt command. Now hear me, graciouslord; 
Thou art a* father and haft been a fon : 

O! for a moment to thyfelf tranfplant 
Thy fervant’s feelings: can I ftand before 
My father’s fight without his trufted pledge ? 

Ah ! no-O ! then let Benjamin return 

To forrowing Jacob ; I, and I alone, 

Will here in fervitude for him remain : 

Ah ! rather let me fuffer all, than witnefs 
The frantic ravings of paternal forrow. 

Jof. [ afide. ] My heart is rent—I cannot bear— 
Judah. Ah ! why. 

Why doft thou hide thy face ? Alas ! in pity. 

If not for me, yet fure a wretched father 

At leaft may claim it-O ! my gracious lord. 

Had you been prefent at this cruel parting ! 

It feem’d as if his life and darling fon 
At once were ravifh’d from his aged breaft. 

“ Farewell” (he cried) and once again embrac’d 
him; 

Again to this, to that he recommends 
The weeping innocent; then calls on Rachel, 
Then recollects his Jofeph ; finds them both 
Trac’d in the features of his Benjamin ; 

And finds in th'em his every lofs renew’d, 

All.!—all !—you weep—what means this gracious 
fign ? 

Our woes have touch’d your heart—O ! mighty 
God? 
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' Improve thofe kindly tears. 

Jof. Enough, enough— 

I can no longer hold—my deareft brethren. 

Know your own blood—I here abandon all 
My late aflum’d refentment—come, O ! come. 
Come to your brother’s bofom—I am Jofeph. 
Judah. Jofeph ! 

Benj. Eternal God 1 
Sim. Ah ! wretched we, 

Where fhall we hide us now ? 

Than. O ! flrange events! 

Afen. Mod wonderful! 

Jof. No, let not the remembrance 
Of Jofeph fold to bondage now afflidl you : 

To that event, both Egypt and yourfelves 
Have ow’d your prefervation': to this land 
God fent me firli but to prepare your way. 

Return, return, my brethren, to your father, 

Tell him the greatnefs of his fon, and tell him 
To hafte and fhare it with me. Silent dill ? 
Perhaps you yet may doubt me ? Anfwer, Judah. 
Simeon, be comforted : draw near, my brother. 
My Benjamin ! 

Afen. Was ever feen, Thanetes, 

A fpedlacle like this ? Obferve how all 
The impatient brethren crowd ^around my lord. 
While mingled paffions drive in every face 
Of fear and gladnefs; On his forehead one 

Imprints 
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Imprints an eager kifs; that, on his hand ; 

This on his cheek, and that his veft, whilft he 
With equal warmth would anfwer all their loves 
And give them all himfelf. Their tongues can find, 
No words diftincft, and in th’ excefs of joy, 

Inftead of words, they mingle tender tears. 

How well thofe ftruggling paffions fhow. 

What language fcarce reveals : 

From fuch a filence well I know, 

Whate’er the breaft conceals. 

A joy fincere requires not words 
Its feelings to difclofe ; 

And little aid the tongue affords 
When blifs the heart o’erfiows. 

Judah. O ! merciful as juft ! 

Sim. O ! generous brother 1 
Benj. O ! happy Jofeph ! 

Judah. To ! thy dreams are now 
At length fulfill’d. 

Sim. Eternal Providence ! 

To thee all human wifdom is but folly. 

By us was Jofeph fold left future time 
Should fee us fubjedl to him ; and behold 
The fame unfeeling a& that gave him bonds, 

Has brought us here to worfhip at his feet! 

Judah. So God, the great difpofer of events, 
In wifdom plans, that they who moft oppofe, 

2 Fulfill 
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Fulfill his fecret purpofe. 

Jof. O ! my brethren, 

The flrange viciffitudes of Jofeph’s life 
INTuft veil feme fecret truths. To you I came 
In love fincere, commiffion’d from my father; 
You fought my death ; you fold me for a price 
To rude barbarians : then, a fiave in Egypt, 
Accus’d and innocent, I bore the fhame 
Without defence, and fuffer’d punifhment 
Due to my falfe accufer : plac’d between 
Two haplefs criminals; to one my lips 
Predicted death, to one a happier change. 

In friendfhip now with them, fo late my foes, 

I minifter’d the food of life to them 
Who fought my death. I heard myfelf proclaim’d 
The saviour op the earth. Am I the image 
Of one far greater ? Sure feme mighty work 
Is ripening now, and Jofeph’s life is given 
A type and fhadow by myfterious Heaven, 

Chorus. 

Infenate he, whofe impious folly dares 
Oppofe his God : he falls into the fnares 
He laid for others, that at laft enclofe 
The wifeft with inextricable woes, 

True Virtue, like a palm, all force defies. 

And, more oppreft, fhall ftill more vigorous rife. 

end op the second part. 
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FISHING. 


Already evening lhades prevail. 

And hover o’er the darkening feas : 

Come, Nyfa, come, with me inhale 

From placid waves the frelhening breeze. 

Of pure delights they little know, 

Who ne’er, along this (hore reclin’d, 

Have watch’d the peaceful waters’ flow. 

Light curling to the gentle wind. 

Come, Nyfa, leave awhile thy calm retreat. 

Leave thy favour’d ruftic feat; 

For pleafure dwells not there alone, 

Thefe rocks and waves have pleafures of their 

own. 

# 

Here, when the night has veil’d each eye. 

In yonder fea, that feems another Iky, 

The innumerous liars that gild the fphere, 
Bright and more bright, increafing Hill, appear: 
And look, the moon’s reflected beams 
Sparkle, with broken light, amidfi; the briny ftreams, 
VOL. HI. »» At 
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At morn I’ll found the twilled fhell. 

Which not our oaten pipes excel: 

And fince, alas ! my Nyfa’s ear 
Difdains her lover’s plaints to hear. 

I’ll ling of Glauce, Doris’ name. 

I’ll Galatea’s pains proclaim. 

And Thetis better known to fame.' 

Thou, from the beach, fhalt view thy harmlefs 
breed 

Of favourite lambs on tender herbage feed. 

And twixt the fheltering branches fhun 
The fervors of a mid-day fun : 

Meantime thy hand the tapering reed .may bear, 
And with infidious hook the fifh infnare : 

So fhall my fair in either province fhine. 

To hold the rural crook, or guide the angler’s line. 

No more in ocean’s weedy caves-s 3% 

The scaly tribe remains ; 

All cut, with eager fin, the waves. 

All rufh impatient to be flaves 
In lovely Nyfa’s chains. 

The nymphs, in cryftal waters bred. 

Shall cull their precious flore, 

Fair {hells, and coral fhining red. 

In Nyfa’s lap to pour. 
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THE DREAM. 

Since oit in flumber comes the fair 
To footh, with kindnefs, every care 
I fuffer for her fake : 

Ah ! Love, my Hate with juftice view; 

Make all my blifsful vifions true. 

Or let me never wake ! 

Upon the margin of a lonely ftream, 

I fate at early morn’s fir ft purple beam, 

And dream’d (though yet methaught ’twas not a 
dream) 

I faw thee, Phyllis, at my fide : 

I feem’d the notes of birds to hear. 

The tinkling found of waters near, 

And whifpering leaves that to the wind replied. 
Then gazing on thofe lovely eyes, 

I foon perceiv’d the wonted tumults rife : 

My pulfe beat quick; but when my Phyllis fhow’d 
A pity, ne’er till then beftow’d, 

I fear’d, alas ! the whole might prove 
An idle phantom of deluding love. 

What flattering words my fair one fpoke ! 
And from her lips what rapturous accents broke ! 
Ah! how thofe trembling glances feem’d to 
impart 

Tire tendereft wifhes of the heart. 
d D 2 


O! didft 
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O ! didft thou know what power thofe eyes can 
arm. 

When pity gives their beams a fofter charm; 
Ah ! Phillis,, never, never more 
Should I thy cruelty deplore. 

What then within my bofom wrought. 
What then I faid, what then I thought. 
No tongue can tell—but this I know. 

On that dear hand of living fnow 
A thoufand kifles I bellow’d. 

While on thy cheek the model! rofes glow’d. 
When fudden from the neighbouring 
brake 

I heard the rattling branches lhake : 

I turn’d, and turning I beheld 
My rival, half from view conceal’d ; 
Philenus, who with looks of jealous fpite. 
And envy in his foul, had mark’d my Itoln de¬ 
light. 

With mingled anger and liirprife. 

My ftruggling paffions feem’d to rife. 

Till fleep difpell’d and all t^e vifion paft, 
l found that, even in dreams, my joys could 
never laft! 

Tis true, that with the fleeting fhades 
My tranlient pleafures fly ; 

But never, though the femblance fades. 

Shall love, my Phyllis, die. 
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If fleep, with momentary power. 
Can blifs in dreams excite ; 
feel, alas ! my forrows more. 
With day’s returning light. 


THE 
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THE NAME. 


On thee that name belov’d I write, 

Infcrib’d within my bread ; 

Fair laurel, Phoebus’ chief delight, 

By Phoebus ever blefs’d ! 

As dill thy leaves unchang’d remain, 

May Chloris prove to me : 

But never let my hopes be vain,. 

Unfruitful found like thee. 

Yes, happy jplant! exalt thy dately head, 

And with frefh verdure all thy branches fpread ; 
While, with thy trunk below. 

The name ador’d {hall grow. 

The nymphs who dwell in limpid floods, 

The nymphs, who haunt the hanging woods; 
And every Sylvan power, 

In grot or tufted bower, 

With one accord, {hall each returning year. 

To honour thee, in ruflic dance appear. 

To thy fuperior claim {hall yield 
The leafy tenants of the wood and field : 
The knotty oak and pine {hall bend to thee, 
The Idumsean palm and towering Alpine tree. 
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No wreath, but thine, {hall bind my hair ; 
Shelter’d by thee, each live-long day, 

I’ll fit and tune my amorous lay. 

And every fecret of my love declare. 

’Tis thou, dear plant! alone {halt know 
The grace my fair-one may beftow : 

To thee her anger I’ll reveal; 

Whate’er I think, whate’er I feel; 

And allmy varied fcenes of mingled blifsand woe. 

May fpring, in every charm array’d. 

With conftant bloom be thine; 

And ftretch’d beneath thy peaceful {hade. 
May never faithlefs fwain be laid, 

Or cruel Nymph recline. 

No bird, of unpropitious flight, 

Amidft thy branches reft:; 

But Philomel there only light, 

To build her tuneful neft. 


SPRING 
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O I Heaven l Philenus, fee the mead renew 
Its cheerful robe of verdant hue. 

While every gladden’d eye perceives 
The trees put forth their tender leaves; 
And Zephyrus, with purple wing. 

Flutters amid the boughs, the harbinger of 
fpring. 

The genial feafon now, that nature warms, 
Calls thee, alas! to camps and hoftile arms) 
How wilt thou then, diftrefs’d Irene, give 
Thy days to grief, and how without Philenus 
live ! 

Ye gentle gales'! forbear to blow 
In pity of Irene’s woe; 

Nor groves fo foon your verdure fhow 
To clothe the naked fpray. 

For every flower’s reviving bloom. 

For every breeze that wafts perfume. 

What fighs my ktve muft pay ! 

Ah wretch ! who firft from harmlefs fteel de- 
lign’d 

A murderous weapon to deftroy mankind. 

And 


2 
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,And made of cruelty an art: 

Sure banifh’d from that ruthlefs heart. 
Were foft humanity and love : 

What more than madnefs could his bofbm 
move, 

A tender fair-one’s fondnefs to-forego, 

For the ftem threatenings of a favage foe ? 

Be not deceiv’d, Philenus; if the alarms 
Of war and tumult for thy foul have charms. 
Each lover has his wars and Love has too his 


arjns. 

In love mull toil, through heat and cold, 
Th’ experienc’d, artful and the bold : 

In love, furprizals, fnares we meet; 

Defence and fkirmilh and defeat; 

Conquefts and triumph in their turn : 

We fmile in peace, in anger burn; 

But anger, fwiftly put to flight; 

And peace, that ever gives delight; 

And triumph, undiftinguifh’d here. 

Alike to vanquifh’d and to vidtor dear: 

And even the pains of love—but hark ! from far 
The trumpet founds a peal of war— 

It calls thee hence—Ingrate ! Ah ! why 
So fudden from Irene fly ? 

I feek not to difgrace thy name. 

Ah ! cruel! fmall the boon I claim ; 
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Go, bell belov’d ! but ftill irt thine 
Preferve Irene’s days : 

Go, but return in fafety mine 
With all a viilor’s praife. 

Where’er thou art, to me forlorn 
Some kind remembrance give ; 

And fay, “ My abfence doom’d to mourn. 
Does poor Irene live ?” 
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THE RETURN. 


What means Irene, thus to meet. 

And thus return’d Philenus greet ? 

Thy own Philenus, who fo long believ’d 
His diftant exile mourn’d, is coldly thus receiv’d! 
The fame am I, but thee, alas 1 I find 
Far different from the maid I left behind : 

I left thee gentle then, but fee thee now unkind! 
What can this mean ? Perchance the tongue 
Of rival guile has done me wrong ; 

And thou, too eafy to deceive, 

Againft thy lover's truth could lying tales believe. 

But would Irene give to thefe an ear ? 

Irene, who fo oft has prov’d my faith fincere— 
Ah ! no—a rival’s .words defpife. 

And truft alone thy piercing eyes; 

They bell can fearch my foul through all difguife. 

By thefe my caufe be tried; 

My features read, and then decide. 

Ah ! who fhall e’er this heart explore 
Where all its fecrets lie, 

But fhe, whofe eyes with fovereign power, 

My inmoft thoughts defcry ? 


She 
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She firft, when love, by fear fupprefs’d. 

Scarce own’d the lover’s name, 

Could only pierce Philenus’ bread:, 

Where glow’d the fecret flame. 

O ! ill advis’d ! • for while my erring mind 
In others feeks the caufe to find 
Of all my woes, in her alone 
The Caufe of all my woes is known. 

Not rigour now that bofom arms, 

But pride, alas! of female charms. 

When Jaft we parted, ripening time 
Had fcarce matur’d her beauty’s prime : 

Her care was then her conquefts to maintain. 
And not perhaps the loweft of her train. 

To hold Philenus in her chain : 

Meantime her form more lovely grew, 

(Ill chance for me) and round her numerous 
lovers drew. 

One calls her his delight, and this proclaims 
The fair his life, and that his Goddefs names. 
In gentle murmurs one complains; • 

One pours his grief in dying ftrains : 

Her lips, that like the ruby glow. 

Some ptaife; and fome her breafi: of fnow. 

A thoufand cheeks grow pale before her glancing 
eye ; 

Her fmile can make a thoufand figh : 

She feels her fway with fecret joy, 

And while new fchemes her thoughts employ 

On 
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On numbers ftill to increafe her power, 

Ah me! {he fcarce remembers poor Philenus more. 

Still, fair Irene, call to mind 
The faith to me you vow’d ; 

Reftore, O ! lov’d of all your kind, 

The love you once bellow’d. 

O ! Heaven, can life a comfort give ? 

Can hope henceforth be mine ? 

For whom, unhappy, fhall I live. 

If I your heart refign i 
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FIRST LOVE, 

Alas ! ’tis true, the gentle flame 
That warms the hofom firft and gives the lover’s 
name. 

Can ne’er with length of years expire, 
Within ftill bums the fmother’d fife : 

But fearlefs while we danger court. 

And with the fleeping embers fport, 

A flender breath the fparks can raife. 

Till from its afhes burfts the fudden blaze. 

Ah ! let me but a moment view 
My dear, my lovely foe, 

I feel the former warmth anew 
Within my bofom glow. 

For her again I breathe my fighs. 

For her my death implore; 

And ever in my fair-one’s eyes 
My deftiny adore. 

Not only in my Nyfa’s fight I burn 
For Nyfa’s charms, but ah ! where’er I turn, 
New fuel for the flame I find ; 

And now I here recall to mind 
How firft {he made my heart her flave; 

And there, how firft to me {he gave 
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Her plighted faith. This place has known 
To me, O ! Heaven ! her anger fhown; 
And that has, in my happier thought. 

Her kindnefs to remembrance brought. 
That place prefents a lively fcene of ftrife ; 
And this of peace, that fweetens life. 
What more ? The nymphs, whom oft to footh my 
pains, 

I feem’d to woo in amorous {trains. 

Even thefe remind me of the fair: 

When Chloris’ Ihape, or Sylvia’s air, 
Sometimes I praife, admire their grace 
Of flowing locks or beauteous face ; 

Oft as my lips, in flattery tell 
How thefe, how thofe by turns excel. 

My heart in whifpers {till replies: 

* ( But Nyfa, lovely Nyfa bears, from all, the 
prize.” 

Let her, who ftill unrivall’d reigns. 

Who taught me firft the pleafing pains, 
My lafting homage take. 

Whate’er I feel, no more I mourn, 

Since blefs’d is he, by fortune born 
To figh for Nyfa’s fake. 


TIMID 
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TIMID LOVE. 


What would’ft thou, O! my heart ? What 
power 

Has waken’d tumults there, unknown before ? 
And now thou ftruggleft in my breaft 
That fcarce retains its panting gueft. 

And now thou feem’fl awhile compos’d to reft. 
Ah! heart, that feels fuch change by turns : 
It freezes now, and now it burns ; 

And (ftranger ftill) can often find 
At once th’ effect of fire and ffoft combin’d ! 
Is pain or pleafure thine ? O ! fay, 

Does fear deprefs thee, or does courage 
fway ? 

Ah ! me, I now recall to mind the da/ 
When firft incautious 1 receiv’d the flame. 
That from a piercing eye confumes my vital frame. 

Ah ! well I know my heart betray’d 
By beauty’s powerful wiles. 

Laments itfelf a prifoner made 
To love’s endearing fmiles. 

But ah ! without a murmur ftill 
Be every pang fupprefs’d; 

Nor dare, though wretched, to reveal 
The affections of thy breaft. 


Then 
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Then mufl I ever languifh, keep untold 
My fecret pains ?—No’, Love befriends the bold. 
To her my lips fhall now difclofe 
The nymph for whom my paffion glows : 

I’ll fay thofe eyes at firft infpir’d 
My foul with love, and then to rafhnefs fir’d: 
The guilt was theirs ; yet nature’s law allows 
To plead compaffion for our woes. 

But fhould fhe thus my fuit requite, 

To drive me ever from her fight!- 

Inftrudl me, Heaven ! I now would fain reveal 
My fecret love, and now as fain conceal. 

Should’ft thou, mild Zephyr, flutter nigh 
The maid that rais’d my flame, 

O ! call thy breath a lover’s figh, 

But tell not whence it came. 

Dear ftream, if e’er thy waters glide 
To grace my fair’s abode, 

O ! fay a lover’s eyes fupplied 
The tears to fwell thy cryftal tide, 

But tell not whence they flow’d. 


£ £ 
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THE NEST OF LOVES. 


Ask me thy beauties to admire, 

Irene fair, thy fuit obtain : 

From me' the fighs of love require, 

Irene fair thy fuit is vain. 

Thy winning wiles to conquer hearts, 

Thy charms from me may wonder claim; 
But neither charms nor winning arts 

For me can amorous fhackles frame. 

Blame me not, courteous nymph, if I decline 
Thy profferr’d grace. 

To accept a place 
In fuch a heart as thine ; 

Irene’s heart, a fruitful neft that breeds 
Innumerous Loves, where each to each fucceeds. 
One fcarcely yet is pois’d upon his wings. 
Swift-darting from the fhell another fprings, 
While thefe, already born, the nurture give 
To thofe who but begin to live ; 

And thefe, ere long, their Tiurfelings find 
In thofe who yet remain behind. 

And no\V, with thickening prefs. 

The numbers fo increafe. 


Archytas 



CANTATAS. ' 41§ 

Archytas* would be pos’d to count the motley 
crew; 

Their feathers all of various hue : 

One fpreads his violet, one. his lily plumes; 

One takes a greyifh hue; vermillion one aflumes; 
And fome a dufky brown ; while fome unfold 
(Not always comelieft thefe) their wings of gold. 
And thefe o’er all the reft dominion hold. 

Their different humours they oppofe, 
Thoughtful and filent thefe; frank and loquacious 
thofe. 

This face an open : oy difplays, 

And that fufpicious guile betrays. 

One threatens loud ; one mildly greets; 

One roughly feizes; one entreats: 

A bow, by Health, this .from his fellow takes ; 
A torch, or fcarf, his prize another makes. 

They now embrace, and now prepare, 

For each in turn, fome hidden fnare. 

They fear, they hate, but (till their poll main¬ 
tain : 

■% 

And canft thou think with fuch a train 
To fee me dwell:—Sf&h thought is vain. 

' Deem not fo ill my reft I prize. 

With thefe to mingle, ftunn’d with wrangling 
cries. 

And pinions fluttering round before my dazzled 
ejes ! 


* An ancient mathematician. 
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Believe me, both a wifer choice may make: 
Do thou a better inmate take ; 

A home more calm let me fecure : 

While either keeps the point in view. 
Which either wifhes to purfue, 

Thy neft do thou preferve, and I’ll my peace 
enfure. 

In life, Irene, muft I meet 
A harder lot than thine ; 

Thou fooner fhalt thy hopes complete. 

Than I fucceed in mine. 

Thou feekft from Ample hearts to gain 
A crowd of flaves to wear thy chain : 

One conftant I would woo. 

Defpair not thou the firft to find. 

For numerous are the fimple kind— 

But where’s the maiden true ? 


END OF THE THIRD VOLUME. 


[H. B'uldvjm ini Son, Printers, New Bridge Sirtet, London ] 
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